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THE  EDGE  OF  EMPIRE 


CHAPTER  I 

Spring  in  Kashmir  offers  to  weary  humanity  as  true  a 
spectacle  of  the  Divine  in  Nature  as  can  well  be  imagined  or 
desired,  and  on  this  particular  April  morning  no  fairer  spot 
could  be  found  than  the  region  immediately  surrounding  the 
bungalow  leased  by  Lewis  Clievedon  of  the  Indian  Political 
and  shared  vicariously  by  his  two  friends,  Mayhew,  a 
Captain  of  Engineers,  and  Gilbert  Lavel  of  the  Indian 
Medical. 

The  bungalow  stood  back  from  the  Gulmarg  Road,  its 
garden  a  riot  of  colour  and  scent,  its  front  windows  facing 
across  a  wide  grass  slope  sprinkled  with  fruit  trees  in  blossom 
that  dropped  to  the  noisy  river  some  hundred  feet  below  ; 
while  behind  it  the  forest  rose  steeply  like  delicate  green 
spray  tossed  in  the  air.  Above  the  spring  foliage  came  the 
darker  green  of  pines  growing  in  serried  ranks  along  the 
rockier  higher  slopes,  then  even  the  pines  ceased  and  the 
snow  began,  leagues  of  diamond-shining  whiteness  rising  in 
unmeasured  heights  against  a  sky  of  dazzling  blue. 

The  bungalow  itself  was  rather  more  spacious  than  most, 
charmingly  furnished  and  well-equipped  ;  Clievedon  was  a 
wealthy  man,  had  friends  in  high  places,  and  an  exceedingly 
pretty  young  wife.  Three  things  that  might  very  well  have 
disqualified  him  for  making  much  out  of  life.  As  it  happened 
he  was  fortunate  enough  to  possess  an  amazing  appetite  for 
hard  work,  and  had  been  sensible  enough  to  acquire  know- 
ledge of  mankind  in  general  and  the  Indian  Frontier  in  par- 
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ticular  to  enable  him  to  gratify  that  appetite,  in  the  way 
most  fitted  to  advance  the  welfare  of  those  for  whom  he 
laboured. 

He  had  undoubtedly  that  elusive  gift  of  charm,  but  he 
was  singularly  modest  in  respect  to  his  popularity  with  men ; 
of  women  it  suffices  that  at  twenty-five  he  had  fallen  in  love 
with  and  married  Henriette  de  Vaudelet,  and  the  marriage 
had  apparently  turned  out  a  success. 

This  spring — the  last  before  he  went  home  on  a  year's 
leave — Henriette  was  not  in  Kashmir,  having  gone  to 
England  the  previous  summer,  and  the  three  friends  were 
having  a  bachelor  fortnight,  occupying  their  days  in  sport, 
their  evenings  in  lengthy  discussions  over  well-loved  pipes 
with  dogs  undisturbed  on  the  chairs  around. 

On  the  last  night  of  their  leave,  however,  it  chanced  that 
an  important  personage  took  it  into  his  head  to  visit 
Srinagar,  and  Clievedon  therefore  found  himself  summoned 
to  dine  at  the  big  white  house  near  the  lake,  whereupon  all 
three  friends  cursed,  and  Mayhew  and  Lavel  were  left  to 
entertain  one  another  as  best  they  could. 

After  the  talk  had  run  the  gamut  of  the  last  ten  days' 
shooting,  the  possibilities  of  the  teams  in  the  running  for  the 
Lahore  Cup,  the  ever-green  topic  of  official  mistakes  and 
slackness,  and  the  futility  of  expecting  the  Home  Govern- 
ment to  realise  the  needs  of  the  North- West  Frontier,  it 
narrowed  down  and  became  purely  personal. 

Mayhew,  a  friend  of  both  Clievedon's  and  Lavel's  families, 
long,  lanky,  fair-skinned  and  blue-eyed,  broke  a  somewhat 
protracted  silence  by  an  abrupt  remark  : 

"  What  on  earth  persuaded  Henriette  Clievedon  to  go 
back  last  year  ?  I  thought  this  bungalow  was  taken  chiefly 
for  her." 

Lavel  knocked  his  pipe  out  and  nodded. 

"  So  it  was.    I  suppose  she  grew  tired  of  it." 

Mayhew  grunted  non-committally,  after  a  minute  or  two 
he  spoke  again. 
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"  It  always  seems  to  me  to  be  the  one  inconsistency  in 
dear  old  Lewis's  character.  What  in  the  name  of  the 
devil  made  him  marry  her,  and  what  in  the  name  of 
heaven  makes  him  happy  with  her  ?  "  Lavel  shrugged 
his  shoulders. 

"  My  dear  fella',  I  know  no  more  than  you  do.  I  quite 
admit  it's  amazing — the  marriages  of  one's  friends  usually 
are — but  for  pity's  sake  don't  ask  me  to  explain  the 
problem." 

But  Mayhew  could  not  leave  the  matter. 

"  Lewis  is  no  fool — he's  got  more  brains  than  most. 
How  the  dickens  does  he  put  up  with  her  ?  I  don't  pre- 
tend to  understand  women,  don't  want  to,  but  even  so  I 
know  that  he  might  have  married  some  one  a  good  deal 
more  suitable." 

Again  Lavel  shrugged. 

"  And  probably  hated  her.  You're  talking  rot,  R.  0.  T. 
Henriette  CUevedon  is  very  pretty,  possesses  fascination, 
knows  how  to  dress.  What  more  do  you  want,  you  old 
misogynist  ?  " 

"  A  heart !  " 

He  was  unprepared  for  the  abruptness  of  Mayhew's 
reply,  but  before  he  could  comment  upon  it  the  younger 
man  went  on  speaking. 

"  A  heart — that  is  what  I  should  want  in  a  woman. 
Not  just  a  charming  face  and  figure  and  air  to  tantalise. 
Good  Lord,  Lavel,  should  you  want  to  marry  for  what  you'd 
hardly  notice  in  a  month  ?  But  a  brain  big  enough  to 
risk  love — a  heart  so  warm  and  brave  that  it  will  chance 
a  return — a  nature  so  generous  that  it  is  above  moods — 
that  will  just  give  and  give  and  give — that's  what  is  worth 
having  in  a  woman  !    That's " 

"  Bravo,  Mayhew." 

The  interruption  uttered  in  a  half-laughing  voice  with 
something  pecuHarly  arresting  in  its  timbre,  checked  May- 
hew in  fuU  flight ;  turning  sharply  he  met  the  gaze  of  very 
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brilliant  rather  mocking  grey  eyes  looking  out  from  a  strong 
bronzed  face. 

"  Lewis !  You !  "  he  spoke  sharply,  "  I  thought  you  were 
at  the  Palace." 

Clievedon  closed  the  door  and  crossed  the  room,  a  man 
slightly  above  middle  height  and  finely  built,  with  a  sugges- 
tion of  a  great  reserve  of  strength  about  him,  both  mental 
and  physical.  The  hard  jaw,  and  chin  very  slightly  cleft, 
the  bold  curve  of  the  nose  and  mouth,  no  less  than  the 
fire  beneath  the  steadiness  of  the  eyes  spoke  of  strong 
passions  and  an  even  stronger  will,  and  though  neither  of 
the  other  two  men  was  in  the  remotest  way  a  weakhng, 
yet  it  was  easy  to  see  that  here  was  a  dominating  person- 
ality, and  one  that  was  essentially  male. 

He  helped  himself  to  a  drink,  dropped  some  ice  into  the 
tall  glass,  then  glanced  once  more,  half-amusedly,  at 
Mayhew. 

"  Well  ?  " 

The  monosyllable  brought  a  smile  to  Mayhew's  face. 

"  I  refuse  to  rescind  a  syllable  !  "  he  said. 

"  Good !  "  Clievedon  crossed  over  to  a  chair  and  lifted 
the  glass.  "  Her  health  !  "  As  he  set  the  glass  aside  the 
khitmutgar  entered  with  a  note,  handed  it  and  stood 
waiting,  an  impassive  white-clad  figure.  Clievedon  read 
the  brief  message,  frowned  and  looked  up  sharply. 

"  Who  brought  this  ?  " 

"  A  messenger  from  the  Palace,  sahib.  He  waits  with- 
out." 

Clievedon's  frown  deepened ;  he  sat  for  a  moment,  his 
eyes  on  the  paper  he  held,  his  thoughts  obviously  remote, 
then  rose  and  went  over  to  the  little  bureau  that  stood  at 
the  far  end  of  the  room. 

"  Excuse  me  a  moment,"  he  said,  and  the  remoteness 
was  in  his  voice,  "  I  must  send  an  answer  now,"  and 
forthwith  proceeded  to  scrawl  a  brief  reply.  When  the 
khitmutgar  had  departed,  Lavel  spoke. 
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"  Anything  wrong,  Lewis  1  " 

"No.  Merely  annoying.  The  chief  thought  he  should 
let  me  know  that  Umra  Khan  has  left  Kabul." 

"  Why  the  devil  worry  you  about  it,  anyway,"  Lavel 
enquired.  "  Surely  the  chief  doesn't  expect  you  back  at 
the  Palace  to-night  ?  " 

"  If  so  he  won't  get  me,"  Clievedon  retorted,  then 
coming  back  to  his  chair  dropped  into  it  with  a  yawn. 

"  Lord,  I'm  tired  !  " 

"  Never  mind.  You've  leave  in  front  of  you,  you  lucky 
devil."    Mayhew's  voice  was  envious.    "  When  do  you  go  ? " 

"  Next  month.  It  will  seem  strange  to  see  London 
again." 

"  Piccadilly  and  the  newsboys  shouting  and  the  hansoms 
jingling  along  in  the  crowds  after  the  theatres.  .  .  .  You 
brute ! " 

Clievedon  looked  at  Lavel  with  a  grin. 

"  Yes.    Won't  it  be  jolly  1  " 

"  A  year's  leave  !  What  it  is  to  be  a  success  !  Damn  it 
all,  why  don't  I  get  a  year's  leave  ?  " 

The  grin  deepened. 

"  Too  valuable,  dear  old  chap.  India  couldn't  spare  you. 
Chuck  me  the  matches  !  " 

Lavel  threw  the  matches  across,  got  up,  stretched  pro- 
foundly and  gently  kicked  the  sleeping  fox  terrier  awake. 

"  I'm  going  to  bed,"  he  announced.    "  Get  up,  Tig !  " 

The  fox  terrier  likewise  rose  and  stretched,  adding  a  loud 
yawn,  then  trotted  ofE  obediently  at  his  master's  heels  and 
the  other  two  were  left  alone. 

There  was  silence  for  a  little  after  he  had  left,  then 
May  hew  spoke. 

"  What  are  your  plans,  roughly  ?  " 

"  London — wish  to  heaven  you  were  coming  too,  old 
fellow." 

Mayhew  thrust  out  his  long  legs,  surveying  them  absently. 

"  Wish  I  were !    By  gad,  what  I'd  give  for  a  sight  of 
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England  in  general  and  London  in  particular,    Heigho — i 
only  I  were  a  miUionaLre." 

Clievedon  looked  at  him  narrowly  for  a  moment,  but  his 
tone  was  casual  enough. 

"  To  soften  the  heart  of  your  ideal  ?  "  he  asked  and 
though  May  hew  did  not  move,  his  lanky  figure  stiffened. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  and  with  the  brief  answer  the  atmo- 
sphere of  the  room  changed,  and  after  a  moment  Clievedon 
got  up.  "  I  must  turn  in.  You've  got  the  devil  of  a  journey 
back  to  Gilgit  and  I've  got  to  get  down  to  Simla  as  soon  as 
maybe.    Good  night,  old  fellow." 

They  separated,  Mayhew  to  tumble  asleep  the  instant  he 
flimg  himself  on  his  camp  bed,  Clievedon  to  lie  awake  for 
over  an  hour,  his  thoughts  busy  on  this  the  eve  of  a  year's 
absence  over  his  work  on  the  Chitral-Gilgit  Frontier  during 
the  past  twelve  months.  Young  as  he  was,  he  had  been 
sent  to  Chitral  on  a  mission  a  year  previously  to  give  the 
formal  support  of  the  British  Government  to  Nizam-ul- 
Mulk  the  new  Mehtar  of  Chitral ;  and  the  work  had  been 
difficult  in  the  extreme. 

Chitral  occupying  the  unenviable  position  of  a  buffer 
state  between  Afghanistan  and  India  had  been  placed  by 
the  father  of  the  present  ruler  imder  the  nominal  suzerainty 
of  Kashmir,  for  the  old  Mehtar,  like  all  Chitralis,  hated  and 
feared  the  Afghans ;  and  Kashmir  is  a  tributary  state  of 
the  Indian  Empire. 

Consequently  when  the  old  Mehtar  of  Chitral  died  and 
the  heir  to  the  throne  fled  from  the  reach  of  his  usurping 
brother  to  the  shelter  of  the  British  raj,  it  became  necessary 
for  the  British  raj  to  take  a  hand  in  the  matter.  Hence  the 
despatch  of  Clievedon  with  a  mission  that  had  been,  after 
many  perils  and  vicissitudes,  safely  accomplished ;  and  its 
celebration  by  ten  days'  shooting  in  Kashmir. 

When  Clievedon  at  last  fell  asleep  the  stars  were  paling 
and  the  fijst  hint  of  dawn,  pearl-hued  and  exquisite,  was 
tinging  the  eastern  sky. 


CHAPTER  II 

The  Tilbury  train  ran  into  Liverpool  Street  half  an  hour 
late.  The  terminus  was  humming  under  its  giant  glass 
roof.  The  platform  alongside  the  train  was  crowded  with 
people  eager  to  welcome  travellers  and  porters  awaiting 
the  onrush  of  work,  and  it  was  not  easy  to  see  any  one 
individual  at  first.  Lewis  scanned  the  crowd  frowningly, 
then  suddenly  the  frown  disappeared  and  he  threw  up  his 
hand  in  salute,  for  a  child  was  waving  frantically  from 
amidst  the  throng  of  people. 

Three  minutes  later  a  maid  had  been  unceremoniously 
hustled  out  of  the  way  by  a  very  imperious  thirteen-year- 
old,  and  Diane  CUevedon  was  hanging  to  her  father's  arm 
pouring  forth  a  torrent  of  excited  chatter. 

"  Daddy,  darling,  how  brown  you  are  and  how  lovely 
you  look  !  The  carriage  is  here  and  mother  said  she  hated 
station  meetings  and  I  am  to  bring  you  home  at  once.  Do 
you  think  I've  grown,  Daddy  ?  " 

She  barely  gave  him  time  to  answer  as  she  dragged  him 
along,  but  at  the  carriage's  side  he  checked  her  uncere- 
moniously. 

"  Be  quiet  a  minute,  you  little  firework.  I  must  see 
after  the  luggage,"  and  she  had  perforce  to  obey  till  they 
were  off.  Then  she  leant  against  her  father  with  a  sigh 
of  happiness. 

"  I  am  so  glad !  "  she  said.  "  There's  a  dinner  party 
to-night,  but  will  you  promise  to  slip  upstairs  at  half-past 
nine  just  for  a  teeny-weeny  second  to  say  good  night  to 
me?" 

"  A  dinner  party  ?  "  Lewis  echoed  her  words  with  a 
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momentary  frown  ;  he  had  hoped  for  a  quiet  evening  alone 
with  his  wife.    "  Yes.    Very  well.    I'll  come,  dear." 

"  Thank  you.  Mamma  is  terrifically  excited  at  your 
being  back.  She  has  been  out  to  heaps  of  places  and  she's 
going  to  a  big  ball  next  week  as  a  Bacchante.  It's  all 
fancy  dress  for  the  poor  little  crippled  children.  Who  was 
a  Bacchante,  Dad  ?  " 

Lewis  was  well  acquainted  with  his  daughter's  habit  of 
conversational  leap-frog  and  it  did  not  disconcert  him  ;  he 
enlightened  her  as  far  as  he  thought  fit  with  regard  to  the 
Greek  god's  attendants,  gathered  that  the  ball  was  to  be 
a  huge  fancy  dress  affair  at  Hampshire  House  and  that  his 
wife  was  one  of  the  moving  spirits  on  the  committee,  then 
relapsed  into  silence  save  for  appropriate  comments  on 
Diane's  chattering  information. 

The  house  in  Sloane  Street  was  reached  at  last,  a  pretty 
maid — Mrs.  Clievedon  hated  any  thing  or  person  about  her 
to  be  ugly — admitted  them  into  a  narrow  entrance  opening 
further  back  into  a  square  lounge  hall  exquisitely  decorated 
and  furnished  and  Diane  flew  up  the  curving  white  stairs 
with  a  shriek  of  : 

"  He's  here  !    We've  come  !  " 

Lewis  turned  to  the  maid. 

"  In  the  drawing-room,  sir,"  the  girl  said,  answering  his 
unspoken  question,  and  he  followed  Diane  at  a  more 
decorous  pace,  the  old  feeling  seizing  him  as  he  trod  the 
soft  velvet  that  he  was  in  an  exquisite  doll's  house,  cramp- 
ing despite  its  perfection  to  one  used  to  wide  spaces  and 
great  stretches  of  land  and  sky.  The  drawing-room  door 
was  open,  and  as  he  reached  the  top  of  the  stairs  his  wife 
stood  in  the  doorway. 

"  Lewis  !    How  delightful  to  see  you  again  !  " 

She  held  out  her  hand  with  a  pretty  gesture  of  welcome, 
and  his  blood  fired  at  the  sight  of  her  and  the  contact  of 
her  cool  fingers. 

She  returned  his  embrace,  then,  as  he  released  her. 


THE  EDGE  OF  EMPIRE  9 

caught  sight  of  Diane  standing  just  inside  the  drawing-room 
watching  with  eager  curious  interest,  and  seeing  her, 
twisted  herself  free  from  Clievedon's  arms,  swift  anger 
in  eyes  and  voice. 

"  Diane  !  What  are  you  doing  there  ?  How  dare  you 
stand  spying  so  ?  What  do  you  mean  by  hiding  and 
listening  ?    How  dare  you  1  " 

Her  voice  rose  sharply,  a  ring  in  it  that  foretold  danger ; 
her  eyes  flashed,  their  pupils  contracting  almost  to  pin- 
points ;  swinging  round  on  the  child  she  caught  her  by  the 
shoulder  with  sHm  fingers  that  had  the  grip  of  steel. 

"  I — I  was  not  hiding — I — did  not  listen — I — ^it  was " 

The  child  was  stammering,  her  face  pale  as  her  mother's 
was  flushed  ;  confused  and  frightened  as  ever  by  the  rapid 
changes  of  mood  that  composed  Henriette's  character. 

It  was  just  the  same  then,  the  tempests,  the  calms,  the 
utter  want  of  self-control  and  the  unavailing  remorse  ;  in 
a  flash  Lewis  realised  that  he  had  hoped  against  hope  for  a 
difference  even  in  face  of  certain  knowledge.  Meeting  the 
look  the  child  flung  at  him  he  spoke  curtly. 

"  Diane,  go  to  the  nursery  now.  I'll  come  soon. 
Henriette,  I  want  you." 

The  authoritative  quietness  of  his  voice  was  in  sharp 
contrast  to  Diane's  shrill  treble  or  Henriette's  excited 
tones  ;  frowning  he  laid  his  hand  on  his  wife's  arm  and  the 
child,  twisting  from  her  mother's  momentarily  loosened 
grip,  fled  upstairs  leaving  husband  and  wife  alone.  For  a 
moment  neither  spoke,  Lewis  silent  because  of  the  unreason- 
ing disappointment  that  had  reawakened  within  him. 
Henriette,  however,  went  into  the  narrow  sunlit  drawing- 
room,  her  swift  anger  evaporated  for  the  present  as  though 
it  had  never  been. 

"  Diane  is  too  precocious,"  she  remarked,  her  voice 
normal,  her  eyes  once  again  unclouded.  "  It's  being  so 
much  with  me.  Please  don't  spoil  her,  Lewis,  she's  trouble- 
some enough  already." 
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Then  with  a  little  gesture  she  dismissed  Diane  as  a  sub- 
ject of  conversation. 

"  Come  and  tell  me  about  yourself,"  she  said,  and  her 
voice  sank  till  it  was  a  caress  in  itself.  "  I  want  so  much 
to  hear,  Lewis,  to  listen,  to  know  if  my  dreams  of  all  you 
did  were  true."  She  laid  slim  white  fingers  on  his  arm 
and  leant  the  weight  of  her  slender  body  against  him  aa 
he  stood,  her  face  pale,  her  great  dark  eyes  half  closed. 

For  a  moment  his  pulses  throbbed  heavily,  and  he  held 
her  close,  then  unbidden  came  the  memory  of  the  look  he 
had  seen  in  Diane's  eyes,  and  very  gently  his  arms  relaxed 
their  hold. 

"  You  shall  hear  everything,"  he  said.  "  But  talk  to  me 
first  yourself.    Are  you  well  ?    Is  all  right  with  you  ?  " 

During  the  brief  silence  that  followed  he  thought  she 
would  break  out  once  more  into  rage,  but  with  one  of  her 
bewildering  changes  of  mood,  the  smouldering  fire  died  in 
sudden  laughter. 

"  I  have  no  news "  she  cried.    "  But  there  are  to  be 

delightful  things  happening  this  season  and  you  are  going 
to  do  everything  with  me  and  take  me  everywhere." 

"  This  ball  for  instance  ?  " 

Her  eyes  danced  like  a  child's  at  his  words. 

"  Yes,  mon  ami,  this  ball.  I  am  going  as  a  Bacchante, 
and  you  shall " 

"  Not  be  Bacchus  !  It  wouldn't  suit  me.  What  are  you 
going  to  wear  1  " 

"  A  leopard-skin." 

"  No  more  ?  " 

"  Vine  leaves,  sandals  and  my  hair  !  Lewis,  it  is  going  to 
be  a  great  afPair  this  ball,  every  one  is  going." 

She  talked  excitedly,  eloquent  hands  gesticulating,  eyes 
as  animated  as  her  lips ;  a  small  dainty  figure  with  dark 
hair  and  vivid  delicate  colouring. 

"  When  is  it  to  be  ?  "  he  asked,  watching  her.  "  And 
who  in  the  world  am  I  to  represent  ?  " 
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"  On  the  twenty-sixth.  We  are  to  join  Aunt  Felicite's 
party.    She  is  going  as  Carmen." 

"  Good  Lord  !  "  Lewis's  voice  rose  sharply.  "  Henriette, 
she  can't !  She  really  can't !  Surely  Richmond  will 
stop  it." 

Henriette  laughed  and  spoke  pityingly. 

"  Dear  Lewis,  surely  you  do  not  think  Uncle  Henry  would 
dare  to  object  ?  Why,  he  would  acquiesce  if  she  wanted 
to  go  as  a  nymph.  Indeed,  I  rather  wonder  she  did  not ! 
She  is  dining  here  to-night,  by  the  way,  and  I  have  pro- 
mised that  we  go  on  afterwards  to  Mrs.  Hillier's  dance." 

Lewis  hesitated. 

"Is  it  quite — definite,  your  promise  ?  "  he  asked,  and 
Henriette  nodded. 

"  Quite  !    They  are  so  looking  forward  to  seeing  you." 

"  I  thought  perhaps  we  might  have  had  this  evening 
together  at  home,"  he  said.  "  Wouldn't  you  have  pre- 
ferred it  ?  " 

Henriette's  great  dark  eyes  danced. 

"  But  of  course,  stupid  !  Only  it  is  so  impossible  !  Are 
you  still  as  domestic  as  ever,  Lewis  1  " 

He  passed  by  the  jest  and  laid  his  hand  over  hers. 

"  Why  is  it  impossible  to  stay  at  home  just  for  one 
evening  ?  "  he  enquired.  "  Surely  Mrs.  Hillier — or  any  one 
else — would  understand  that  the  circumstances  are  rather 
unusual.    Besides — there  is  Diane." 

Henriette's  brows  drew  together  sharply,  and  twisting 
herself  back  into  a  corner  of  the  couch  she  faced  him  with 
face  grown  suddenly  fretful. 

"  Ah,  Diane  !  "  she  said.  "  That  is  why  you  wanted  to 
be  at  home.  You  meant  that  Diane  should  be  with  us, 
not  that  we  should  be  quite  alone.  I  do  not  want  Diane, 
I  want  you  !  " 

Despite  her  unreasonableness,  the  last  words  made 
Lewis's  heart  throb.  He  moved  nearer,  tightening  his 
grip  on  her  hand  and  putting  his  other  arm  round  her. 
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"  And  I  you  !  "  he  said.  "  That  is  why  I  do  not  want 
to  go  out  to-night — not  because  of  Diane.  She  can 
dine  with  us  if  you  like,  but  it  is  afterwards  .  .  .  after- 
wards. .  .  ." 

He  broke  oS ;  passion  made  speech  suddenly  difficult, 
and  Henriette's  lips  were  very  near  his  own.  Leaning 
back  from  his  embrace  she  spoke  hardly  above  her  breath. 

"  Yes  .  .  .  leave  Diane  alone  just  now  ...  we  do  not 
want  Diane  .  .  .  kiss  me,  Lewis." 

Not  till  an  hour  and  a  half  later,  when  he  was  making 
his  way  to  the  nursery  in  accordance  with  his  promise  to 
Diana,  did  Lewis  realise  that  his  request  was  ungranted, 
as  all  such  requests  were  apt  to  be,  brushed  aside  in 
Henriette's  method  by  an  appeal  that  never  failed. 

Diane,  curled  up  in  the  window-seat,  was  staring  out 
over  the  roof  of  the  opposite  house  to  the  tops  of  trees  just 
visible,  and  received  him  with  a  mingling  of  eagerness  and 
reproach. 

"  You  said  '  soon  ' !  "  she  exclaimed,  pulling  him  down 
beside  her.  "  And  nurse  has  been  bothering  me  to  go  out 
for  ages.  I  go  in  the  Park  now  till  six  and  then  I  come  in 
and  have  tea." 

Lewis  twisted  one  of  the  strands  of  dusky  hair  round 
his  finger. 

"  Suppose  I  take  you  in  the  Park  instead  of  nurse  1 " 
he  suggested,  and  was  greeted  with  a  shriek  of  joy. 

"  Daddy  !  Will  you  really  ?  How  angelic  !  But  won't 
mother  want  you  ?  " 

"  No.  She's  resting.  I've  only  an  hour  or  so,  but  that's 
better  than  nothing,  isn't  it  ?  Run  and  get  your  things  on 
and  be  quick." 

There  was  little  need  of  the  latter  injunction  and  less 
than  five  minutes  later  Lewis  closed  the  front  door  behind 
them,  Diane  walking  demurely  beside  him  despite  the 
excitement  that  surged  within  her. 

They  entered  the  Park  by  Alexandra  Gate  and  made 
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their  way  slowly  towards  the  bandstand,  Diane  talking 
vigorously. 

"  Mademoiselle  Laugecourt  comes  every  morning  and 
stays  till  after  luncheon,"  she  said,  in  answer  to  a  query  as 
to  her  day.  "  But  it's  the  evenings  that  are  so  dull — and 
Sundays.  This  winter  mother  has  been  out  of  town  such 
a  lot  and  Sundays  there  is  only  nurse,  and  she's  not  very 
interesting  to  talk  to — she's  no  ideas  on  things — things  one 
thinks  you  know,  dad.  I  ride  every  morning  at  eight  with 
Harwood  and  I've  music  lessons  on  Tuesdays  and  Fridays 
in  the  afternoon,  and  I  go  to  fencing  on  Mondays  and 
Thursdays,  but  it's  dreadfully  dull  afterwards.  I  wish  I'd 
got  a  sister." 

Lewis  bowed  to  a  passing  acquaintance,  found  himself 
compelled  to  stop  and  chat  with  some  friends  of  his  wife's, 
whose  carriage  came  to  a  standstill  close  by,  and  was  unable 
to  reply  to  his  daughter's  words  till  near  the  Achilles  statue 
they  selected  chairs.    Then  he  returned  to  the  subject. 

"  It  does  not  sound  very  exciting,"  he  said,  resolving 
that  he  would  speak  to  his  wife  on  the  matter  of  Diane's 
complaint.  "  Nurse  takes  you  out,  then,  in  the  Park  and 
elsewhere  ?  " 

"  Yes.  And  she  tramps  along  till  she's  tired,  and  then 
flops  down  and  reads,  and  expects  me  to  sit  still  and  stare 
at  the  children  plajdng.  Dad,  I'm  too  old  to  do  that !  I 
want  some  one  to  talk  to." 

Lewis  surveyed  the  flushed  face  with  sympathetic  eyes. 

"  You  go  out  with  your  mother  ?  "  he  suggested, 
wondering  as  to  the  answer,  and  Diane  nodded. 

"  Sometimes.  Of  course  that's  gorgeous.  Last  week 
she  took  me  calling  with  her  twice,  and  once  driving  here 
after  tea — and  I'm  to  help  at  the  Charity  Bazaar  at  the 
Albert  Hall  on  the  twenty-eighth,  and  sell  programmes  at 
Aunt  Felicite's  matinee  next  Wednesday.  It's  only  the 
talking  !  It's  only  when  things  come  in  my  head  and  no 
one  would  understand." 
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He  turned  his  chair  a  little  so  that  he  could  look  straight 
into  her  eyes,  and  putting  out  his  hand  laid  it  on  hers. 

"  What  sort  of  things,  sweetheart  ?  " 

The  light  that  leapt  into  her  grey  eyes  at  the  caress 
startled  him  painfully. 

"  Oh — things  I  think  about,"  she  said,  her  fingers 
gripping  his.     "  Shapes  of  days  and  weather  and " 

He  interrupted  her. 

"  Shapes  of  days,  dear  ?  *'  he  said  gently,  "  I  don't 
quite  understand." 

"  Why,  a  bright  day  with  sunshine  is  all  square  and  up 

high — and  a  grey  day  is  flat — hke  that "  she  made  a 

swift  gesture.  "  And  the  weather.  Summer  is  always 
uphill  to  September,  and  then  after  Christmas  the  year  is 
right  down  in  a  big  hole  and  has  to  climb  out." 

He  nodded,  and  she  went  on  rapidly. 

"  And  daddy,  what  are  wild  oats  ?  I  know  it  means 
doing  things  people  shouldn't,  but  what  sort  of  things, 
and  why  does  mother  think  it's  so  dreadful  of  Howard 
Allerton  to  have  run  away  with  that  girl  who  dances  at  the 
music-halls  ?  Mamma  had  her  to  dance  for  her  and  Howard 
met  her  then  ;  but  now  he's  married  her,  everybody  thinks 
it's  dreadful — and  if  they  invited  her  they  oughtn't  to 
mind  him  knowing  her  and  falling  in  love,  ought  they  ?  " 

She  poured  out  statement  and  question,  and  reaching 
the  end  of  news  and  breath  alike  for  a  moment  gazed  at 
her  father  with  eager  enquiry,  while  Lewis,  realising  some- 
thing of  her  perplexity,  cursed  the  carelessness  that  had 
soiled  the  child's  ears  with  such  gossip.  Realising  too  that 
she  was  awaiting  his  answer,  he  spoke  with  some  hesitation. 

"  Diane,  dear — you  see  you've  asked  me  such  a  lot  of 
questions  all  at  once.    Who  first  talked  about  wild  oats  ?  " 

Diane  wrinkled  her  brows. 

"  Mamma  and  Victor.  They  laughed.  And  then  one 
afternoon,  when  every  one  was  talking  about  Howard,  and 
they  said  it  was  all  very  well  for  Howard  to  have  had  an 
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affair  with  her — her  name  is  Estelle  Eden — but  to  have 
married  her  was  simply  suicide.  What  did  they  mean  by 
an  '  afiair '  exactly,  daddy  ?  " 

Lewis  felt  swift  anger  rising  within  him,  and  for  a 
moment  he  was  silent ;  Henriette's  guardianship  had  not 
sheltered  her  child.    Diane,  watching  him,  saw  him  frown. 

"  Diane — ^when  you  are  older,  dear,  a  Uttle  older,  I  will 
explain  to  you,"  he  said,  and  felt  how  poor  an  answer  it 
was-.  "  It  would  be  rather  difficult  for  me  to  tell  you  just 
yet,  and  will  you  promise  me  not  to  ask  any  one  else  these 
questions  that  you  have  been  asking  me  ?  " 

He  dreaded  lest  she  should  demur,  but  he  need  not  have 
feared. 

"  Of  course.  I  don't  want  to  talk  at  aU  to  any  one  else," 
she  said.  "  If  you  will  tell  me  all  those  grown-up  things 
later  on  it'll  do  just  as  well.  It's  only  when  mother  says 
things  in  French  to  other  people  in  front  of  me,  or  nurse 
says  :  *  Be  careful !  The  child's  there ! '  that  I  want  to 
understand.  It's  so  annoying,  because  I'm  not  a  baby. 
Dad,  what  do  you  think  it  feels  like  to  be  dead  1  " 

The  question  was  asked  so  airily  that  Lewis  could  only 
stare  ;   whereupon  his  daughter  laughed. 

"  It  will  be  such  fun  to  be  able  to  fly,"  she  remarked, 
and  without  waiting  for  any  reply  went  on  talking. 

"  I  ride  Trinket,  you  know.  And  Harwood  rides  Blue- 
boy.  Trinket  dances  about  so  and  people  stare.  I  like 
being  stared  at — sometimes." 

Another  time  Lewis  would  have  crushed  the  incipient 
egotism  with  no  uncertain  hand ;  now,  however,  some- 
thing else  claimed  his  attention. 

"You  ride  Trinket?    But  how's  that  ?    Harwood  is " 

Diane  shrugged  her  shoulders  in  a  curiously  imchildhke 
manner. 

"  I  know.  He  was  awfully  worried  about  it.  He  told 
mother  it  was  your  orders,  but  she  just  said  she  knew  best 
and  that  if  he  didn't  do  as  he  was  told  he  could  go.    You 
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see,  Harwood  is  heavy  and  Trinket  is  rather  small — she's 
not  a  weight-carrier  anyway — and  mother  said  that  if  he 
rode  her  at  eight,  she'd  have  lost  her  freshness,  but  I  am 
so  light  that  she's  nearly  as  fresh  as  if  she'd  not  been  out 
when  she  wants  her  at  ten." 

"  But " 

Lewis  checked  himself  with  an  effort ;  this  last  action 
of  Henriette's  was  really  too  much.  To  put  a  child — her 
own  child — on  a  horse  that  needed  the  most  skilful  handling 
so  that  the  horse  in  question  might  remain  fresh  for  her- 
self later,  was  a  piece  of  selfishness  which  shocked  him. 
Henriette  herself  was  a  magnificent  horsewoman,  quite 
capable  of  managing  Trinket  however  badly  that  chestnut 
beauty  might  behave ;  but  Diane,  good  rider  as  she  was 
for  her  years,  had  neither  the  seat,  the  hands,  nor  the 
experience,  to  be  mounted  on  such  an  animal  and  his 
orders  on  the  matter  had  been  stringent.  Trinket  was 
to  be  exercised  early  before  her  mistress  should  need  her, 
and  Blueboy,  and  Blueboy  only,  was  to  carry  Diane. 

The  thought  of  the  child's  danger  clutched  at  his  heart, 
and  Diane,  quick  to  read  any  change  in  his  face,  leant 
impulsively  towards  him. 

"  I  am  quite  safe,  really !  "  she  said.  "  Trinket  is 
generally  very  good,  and  Harwood  is  careful.  Don't  stop 
me,  will  you,  or  mother  will  be  dreadfully  disappointed. 
She  doesn't  like  Blueboy.    Oh  !    Are  we  going  ?  " 

Lewis  had  risen  as  she  spoke  and  now  he  held  out  his 
hand. 

"  Yes,  dear.    It  is  late  already." 

They  walked  back  slowly,  Diane's  arm  through  her 
father's,  and  once  in  the  house  she  clung  to  him  with 
sudden  ardour. 

"  Daddy,  you  wiU  slip  up  at  nine,  won't  you  ?  " 

"  Directly  dinner  is  over,"  he  promised  her.  "  It  may  be 
a  little  later — but  don't  stay  awake.    I  will  just  wake  you." 

The  promise  quieted  her  fears  and  she  went  upstairs  to 
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tlie  nursery  to  curl  herself  up  on  the  window-seat  once 
more  and  eat  her  supper  of  fruit,  milk  and  biscuits,  weaving 
long  stories  in  her  mind  is  she  watched  the  sunset  over  the 
park. 

She  was  a  lonely  child,  and  the  periods  of  alternate 
spoihng  and  neglect  were  the  worst  possible  thing  for  her  ; 
dimly  she  felt  the  wrong  and  resented  it,  resented  too 
being  left  still  in  charge  of  a  nurse  when  other  children 
were  promoted  to  the  schoolroom  and  a  governess.  Things 
would  be  different  now  though  ;  some  instinct  told  her 
that  while  her  father  was  in  the  house  life  would  be  a  good 
deal  pleasanter,  and  when  her  frugal  supper  was  finished, 
she  did  not  at  once  snatch  up  a  book  as  was  her  wont,  but 
spent  the  time  till  her  bedtime  by  gazing  at  the  sky  and 
weaving  romances,  of  which  she  was  the  heroine  rescuing 
her  father  from  a  hundred  perils. 

Meanwhile,  before  he  went  to  dress,  Lewis  rang  up  the 
stables  and  gave  a  curt  order  anent  the  morning's  ride, 
then  made  his  way  to  his  dressing-room.  Henriette,  in  the 
hands  of  her  maid,  called  a  gay  greeting  which  he  answered 
briefly,  and  when  his  toilet  was  completed  he  knocked  at 
the  intervening  door.  Her  voice  bade  him  enter,  and  one 
glance  told  him  she  was  alone.  With  a  characteristic 
instinct  for  getting  a  disagreeable  thing  done  at  once,  he 
went  straight  to  the  point. 

"  Henriette,"  he  said  so  quietly  that  she  was  deceived. 
"  At  what  hour  are  you  riding  to-morrow  ?  " 

She  drew  the  broad  jewelled  fillet  binding  her  hair  a 
little  tighter,  stared  for  a  moment  into  the  glass,  then 
answered  almost  absently,    "  Ten.    Why  1  " 

"  I  have  given  orders  that  Trinket  is  to  be  saddled  for 
me  to-morrow." 

There  was  a  second's  pause,  then  Henriette  wheeled 
roimd. 

"For  you?    Trinket?    Why?    What  am  I  to  ride  ?  " 

"  Blueboy." 


18  THE  EDGE  OF  EMPIRE 

She  stared  at  him  unbelievingly. 

"  Blueboy  ?  " 

"  Yes.  Trinket  will  not  be  lively  mough  to  suit  your  taste, 
and  Blueboy  can  always  be  relied  upon  for  a  good  ride." 

Still  she  did  not  understand,  and  Lewis's  mouth  set  a  little. 

"  In  future  Harwood  will  carry  out  my  orders,  not  yours," 
he  said.    "  Do  you  understand,  Henriette  ?  " 

That  she  did  was  evident  from  the  flush  that  dyed 
throat  and  cheek  crimson.  Blueboy,  a  bay  of  some  seven 
years  possessing  perfect  manners  coupled  to  a  somewhat 
lazy  disposition,  was  not  a  favourite  mount  of  hers. 

She  knew  that  tone  in  her  husband's  voice  very  well,  and 
for  the  moment  was  incHned  to  sulk  ;  then  curiosity  over- 
came her. 

"  Those  orders  beirg " 

"  Precisely  what  tney  were  when  I  left.  Harwood  will 
ride  Trinket  and  Diane  Blueboy  at  eight.    Later " 

But  she  cut  him  short  with  a  gesture. 

"  I  congratulate  you  upon  your  chivalry  !  I  may  risk  a 
fall  or  my  neck  while  Diane  may  not  ?  I  imagined  a  man's 
first  care  was  for  his  wife.    I  see  I  was  mistaken  !  " 

He  drew  a  step  nearer  to  her. 

*'  That  is  ridiculous,  Henriette,  and  absolutely  untrue. 
I  pay  you  the  compliment  of  saying  that  you  are  perfectly 
capable  of  managing  any  horse.  Diane  is  not.  That  you 
know  as  well  as  I  do.'* 

His  answer  fanned  her  rising  anger  to  flame,  and  as  he 
approached  she  drew  back  against  the  crystal-topped 
dressing-chest. 

"  It  is  you  who  are  ridiculous ! "  she  said,  speaking 
rapidly,  as  was  her  wont  when  passion  claimed  her. 
"  Trinket's  manners  are  perfect  and  Diane  is  quite  capable 
of  managing  her.  I  will  not  ride  Blueboy,  I  tell  you.  I 
will  not !  As  for  Harwood  riding  Trinket  at  eight,  it  is 
unbearable,  and  I  will  not  have  it.  Trinket  will  be  com- 
pletely worn  out  after  fighting  against  him  for  an  hour. 
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You  know  she  won't  stand  thwarting  when  she  is  first  out 
of  the  stables.  But  I  might  have  remembered  that  nothing 
gives  you  more  satisfaction  than  bullying  me.  I  might 
have  known  you  would  take  away  all  my  pleasures  and 
spoil  all  my  plans  when  you  came  home.  It  is  always  the 
same  !  Diane,  Diane,  Diane,  till  I  am  tired  to  death  of  the 
child." 

She  paused  with  a  sharp  intake  of  the  breath  and  stood 
facing  him,  cheeks  scarlet,  eyes  aflame,  fingers  working 
nervously,  clenching  and  unclenching ;  her  own  mention 
of  Diane's  name  seemed  to  excite  her  still  further. 

"  Diane  is  everything  to  you !  Diane  may  not  ride  a 
dangerous  horse,  I  may  !  Diane  must  be  taken  out  in  the 
Park  while  I  am  left  alone  in  my  room !  Diane — I  tell  you 
you  make  me  hate  the  sound  of  her  name  !  " 

She  flung  herself  down  on  the  couch  in  a  storm  of  tears, 
and  when  Lewis  endeavoured  to  touch  her,  lifted  one  little 
clenched  hand  and  struck  him  on  the  shoulder. 

"  I  hate  you  too  when  you  come  and  upset  my  life  !  Go 
away — leave  me." 

Her  contradictory  methods  had  always  been  perplexing 
— the  utter  unreason  of  her  attacks  making  it  useless  to 
attempt  any  form  of  self-defence  or  even  explanation,  and 
usually  he  ignored  such  scenes  as  these  when  over,  as 
though  they  had  never  been.  Sometimes  certainly  remorse 
seized  her  and  her  storms  of  sobbing  in  his  arms  distressed 
him  deeply ;  to-night,  however,  social  duties  faced  them 
both,  and  he  could  not  follow  the  course  experience  had 
shown  him  to  be  the  wiser,  and  leave  her  to  recover  her- 
self. Instead,  regardless  of  tears  and  anger,  he  bent  down 
over  her  and  took  her  twisting  fingers  in  his. 

"  Henriette,  Henriette  !  Listen  to  me,  dear  .  .  .  there 
are  your  guests  coming.  They  will  be  here  in  a  moment 
or  two.    Henriette  !  " 

She  flung  away  from  him,  fresh  reproaches  on  her  lips. 
It  was  obvious  that  she  was  in  no  condition  to  listen  to  him, 
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and  at  last,  when  his  aunt  and  uncle  had  already  been 
announced,  he  realised  she  would  not  be  in  a  fit  state  to 
come  down,  and  ceased  from  trying  to  comfort  her.  When 
the  worst  of  the  attack  was  past  and  the  stage  of  exhaustion 
had  set  in,  resulting  in  white  lips,  drawn  face,  and  closed 
eyes,  he  summoned  her  maid  who  was  only  too  well  accus- 
tomed to  such  scenes,  and  leaving  Henriette  in  her  skilful 
hands,  went  downstairs  heavy-hearted  and  slow  of  foot. 

The  clock  in  the  little  white  alcove  pointed  to  fifteen 
minutes  past  the  dinner-hour,  and  as  he  entered  the 
drawing-room  he  had  a  vague  impression  of  a  sea  of  faces 
each  and  all  frowningly  reproachful ;  then  the  impression 
passed,  and  the  crowd  resolved  itself  into  four  persons, 
chatting  quite  good-temperedly  despite  untoward  cir- 
cumstances. 

As  he  appeared,  a  figure  rose  hurriedly  from  a  chair  by 
the  fire  and  hurried  across  the  room  holding  out  welcoming 
hands. 

"  Lewis,  my  dear  boy,  how  are  you  ?  I  am  just  de- 
lighted to  see  you  again,  deUghted  !  " 

She  gave  him  no  time  to  speak  before  enveloping  him  in 
a  large  and  affectionate  embrace,  and  when  he  was  released, 
his  uncle  stood  by,  ready  to  utter  congratulations  upon  his 
return.  Felicite  Richmond  in  her  fifty-eighth  year  was  a 
tall  and  naturally  stout  woman,  full  of  overflowing  energy 
and  enterprise,  kind-hearted  to  a  degree,  and  possessed  of 
a  taste  in  dress  that  led  her  to  the  bizarre  and  at  times  even 
to  the  ridiculous. 

"  I  like  colour  and  comfort !  "  was  her  unvarying  retort 
to  the  occasional  remonstrances  that  her  daughters  or 
husband  ventured  to  make,  and  to  that  defence  there  was 
no  answer.  Colour  she  certainly  affected,  the  comfort  was 
a  matter  for  herself  to  decide  ;  and  beside  her  flamboyant 
personahty,  her  husband  appeared  rather  insignificant.  A 
small  pale  man  with  a  fair  beard  growing  grey  and  blue 
eyes  under  heavy  lids,  as  quiet  as  his  wife  was  effusive,  and 
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like  her  only  in  the  genuine  kindliness  of  his  heart.  There 
were  two  other  guests,  a  young  poUtician  for  whom  a  great 
future  was  predicted — James  Ardingly — and  an  American 
girl,  Coralie  Grant,  whom  Lewis  had  met  before. 

When  greetings  were  over,  the  inevitable  question  came 
from  Lady  Richmond. 

"  Where  is  Henriette  ?  " 

Despite  himself,  Lewis  felt  the  hot  colour  rising  slowly 
to  his  face.  For  all  their  frequence  he  had  never  grown 
reconciled  to  these  scenes. 

"  Henriette  sends  you  a  thousand  apologies,"  he  said. 
"  She  is  most  upset  at  not  being  able  to  come  down,  but 
she  is  not  at  all  well  and  is  going  to  bed.  My  wife  is  subject 
to  severe  attacks  of  neuralgia  that  absolutely  prostrate 
her,"  he  explained,  turning  to  Miss  Grant.  "  And  there 
is  nothing  for  them  but  bed.  She  is  so  exceedingly  sorry 
and  disappointed  to-night." 

Coralie  Grant  was  eager  in  her  expressions  of  sympathy ; 
Lord  Richmond  vaguely  suggested  remedies  of  which  he 
had  heard ;  Ardingly  murmured  regrets  and  only  Lady 
Richmond  met  Lewis's  eyes  in  complete  understanding. 
As  he  took  her  into  the  long-delayed  dinner  she  murmured 
a  few  words  into  his  ear. 

"  She  was  so  excited  at  the  thought  of  your  return  that 
I  expect  it  unnerved  her  a  little.  Don't  be  worried  over  it, 
my  dear.    She  needs  rest  and  sleep,  that's  all." 

Dinner  over,  Lewis  ran  upstairs  to  keep  his  promise  to 
Diane,  and  on  his  way  down  met  Henriette' s  maid  outside 
her  mistress's  door.    The  girl  put  her  finger  to  her  lips. 

"  Madame  sleeps  !  "  she  whispered  dramatically.  "  She 
is  much  bettaire  now,  m'sieur,  but  she  is  so  wearied.  I 
would  not  to  go  to  her,  m'sieur." 

He  nodded  in  agreement,  knowing  her  sound  common- 
sense. 

"  Very  well,  Yvonne.  If  she  should  want  me,  ring,"  and 
with  that  was  obliged  to  be  content. 


CHAPTER  III 

Henriette's  outburst  was  followed  as  usual  by  complete 
exhaustion,  and  when  Lewis  went  to  her  room  before  going 
down  to  breakfast,  he  found  her  lying  white  and  weary, 
looking  forlorn  and  very  frail. 

She  did  not  smile  as  he  entered,  but  held  out  her  hand 
to  him  with  reproach  in  her  eyes. 

"  You  slept  in  your  dressing-room.  Why  ?  "  she 
questioned,  "  I  woke  in  the  early  hours  and  found  you 
were  not  here  !  " 

He  bent  to  kiss  her  and  she  wreathed  her  arms  round  his 
neck,  dragging  down  his  head  till  it  rested  on  the  pillows 
beside  hers. 

"  Lewis — you're  growing  tired  of  me,  I  think,"  she  said, 
and  her  voice  shook,  "  I  should  be  tired  if  I  were  you.  You 
don't  love  me  like  you  used — you  can't !  You  can't ! 
Lewis — Lewis,  if  you  leave  off  loving  me  I  shall  kill  my- 
self !  " 

She  was  working  herself  into  agitation,  and  he  dreaded 
such  self-reproaches  as  much  as  the  thing  that  caused 
them ;  drawing  her  slight  figure  into  his  arms  he  sat  down 
on  the  edge  of  the  bed. 

"  My  dear,  you  mustn't  talk  such  arrant  foolishness," 
he  said  very  gently.  "  It's  unfair  to  yourself  and  unkind 
to  me.  Don't  you  know  that  you  hurt  me  when  you  talk 
like  that  ?    Dear— hush  !  " 

She  was  sobbing  now  with  growing  abandonment  and  he 
held  her  closer ;  his  own  self-reproach  making  him  all  the 
more  tender  in  word  and  act. 

"  Darling,  hush  !    Henriette,  don't  go  on  like  this." 
22 
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"  You  don't  love  me  as  you  used  to  !  You  didn't  come 
last  night " 

"  Yvonne  said  you  were  so  exhausted — and  those  tire- 
some people  went  so  late  that  I  feared  to  disturb  you." 

"  You  never  called  my  guests  tiresome  people  before ! 
Lewis — why  don't  you  leave  me  if  you've  grown  tired  of 
me  ?    Why  do  you  stay  and  pretend  ?   Lewis — Lewis  ?  " 

She  pushed  him  away  with  fierce  fingers,  her  eyes  stormy 
through  the  tears  that  were  already  drying  on  the  cheeks 
agitation  was  flushing  so  vividly.  Very  patiently  he  took 
the  slim  hands  in  his  and  spoke. 

"  My  dear  one,  aren't  all  people  tiresome  when  they  keep 
me  from  you  1  Isn't  it  natural  that  I  should  want  them 
to  go  that  we  might  be  together  ?  "  Then,  sudden  in- 
spiration seizing  him,  his  tone  altered.  "  I  don't  think  the 
want  of  love  is  on  my  side,  Henriette,"  he  said,  "  I  think 
it  is  on  yours  !  " 

At  his  words  she  stared  amazedly,  then  flung  out  her 
hands,  passionate  protest  springing  to  her  lips. 

"  Ah,  how  cruel  of  you  !  How  utterly  unjust !  I  would 
die  for  you — you  will  kill  me  if  you  cease  to  care  !  How 
dare  you  say  so  wicked  a  thing  ?    What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  That  you  evidently  want  to  go  to  the  ball  at  Hampshire 
House  without  me." 

She  was  so  astonished,  that  for  the  moment  she  gazed  at 
him,  uncomprehending,  and  quick  to  seize  his  chance,  he 
enlightened  her. 

"  At  the  present  moment,  the  sole  item  of  my  costume  is 
a  lace  cravat  left  ovex  from  some  other  affair  of  the  same 
kind,"  he  said.  "  I  do  not  believe  it  is  an  efl&cient  costume. 
I  was  hoping  you'd  talk  the  matter  over  with  me  this 
morning  and  perhaps  sketch  some  of  your  ideas  for  me." 

The  words  acted  like  magic.  With  shining  eyes  she 
flung  herself  back  against  his  shoulder. 

"Lewis,  how  adorable  of  youl  Of  course  I  shall  be 
deUghted !    It  is  going  to  be  wonderful,  and  I  am  deter- 
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mined  to  be  the  most  wonderful  thing  there.  Ring  for 
Yvonne,  and  tell  her  to  bring  my  breakfast.  Quick  !  Go 
down  and  get  yours  over  too  and  all  the  tiresome  newspaper 
reading.  Breakfast,  Yvonne,  at  once  !  Vite,  mon  enfant ! 
Vite  !  " 

She  pushed  him  away,  excitement  in  every  tone  and 
gesture ;  congratulating  himself  upon  his  idea  he  quitted 
the  room  and  pulled  the  door  to  very  softly  behind  him. 

In  the  tiny  alcove  on  the  stairs  he  found  Diane  awaiting 
him,  a  sHm  figure  in  a  green  linen  frock,  just  home  and 
changed  from  her  ride. 

" Daddy ! " 

With  a  cry  of  joy  she  leapt  out  at  him,  and  he  held 
her  close  for  a  moment  revelling  in  the  touch  of  her  cool 
cheek  and  the  warmth  of  her  greeting  ;  then  letting  go  her 
strangling  hold  on  his  neck  she  laughed. 

"  I  rode  Blueboy !  He  was  funny  at  first,  so  like  an 
elephant  and  so  steady,  but  I'm  not  nearly  so  tired  as  I 
am  after  Trinket,  and  I  think  on  the  whole  I  hke  him.  It's 
nice  not  to  have  your  arm  and  shoulders  ache  afterwards. 
May  I  have  breakfast  with  you  ?  " 

"  Of  course.  Ah,  good  morning.  Nurse.  Miss  Diane  wiU 
breakfast  with  me  while  I  am  at  home.  Come,  sweet- 
heart." 

The  woman  longed  to  grumble  but  dared  not,  and  Diane, 
unseen  by  her  father,  made  a  hideous  grimace  at  the  retreat- 
ing back,  then  followed  demurely  into  the  dining-room 
and  sat  down  at  the  head  of  the  table. 

She  poured  coffee  for  him  very  prettily,  wholly  content 
with  the  importance  of  her  post,  while  he  read  his  letters 
and  glanced  through  the  paper,  wholly  oblivious  to  the 
fact  that  she  was  substituting  kidney,  bacon  and  eggs, 
anchovies,  toast  and  jam,  for  her  usual  meal  of  porridge 
and  fish. 

When  he  had  seen  his  letters  and  finally  laid  aside  the 
paper,  she  was  eating  grape-fruit  with  languid  care. 
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"  What  are  you  going  to  do  to-day  1  "  she  enquired 
poUtely,  ready  to  make  conversation,  now  that  further 
eating  was  almost  a  physical  impossibihty.  "  Shall  you 
be  able  to  take  me  out  at  all  ?  " 

He  nodded,  promising  recklessly,  watching  her  with  his 
heart  in  his  eyes. 

Something  in  his  regard  seemed  to  touch  her,  for  suddenly 
springing  up  she  ran  round  to  him  and  put  her  arms  round 
his  neck. 

"  Daddy,  I  simply  must  kiss  you  !  " 

She  laid  her  cheek  against  his  head  for  a  moment,  then 
spoke  reflectively,  straightening  herself  with  some  caution. 

"  I'd  better  not  stoop  though,"  she  said.  "  It's  rather 
uncomfortable.    I've  eaten  a  lot." 

Lewis  gave  a  shout  of  laughter. 

"  You  Httle  pig  !  I've  a  good  mind  to  smack  you.  In- 
stead you  shall  go  on  a  message  for  me  and  take  a  note  to 
Victor.    You  said  he  was  still  in  town,  didn't  you  ?  " 

It  would  have  been  easier  and  quicker  to  telephone  to 
Victor  Lavel,  who  was  in  London ;  but  Diane's  flush  and 
the  light  in  her  eyes  more  than  repaid  him.  Suddenly  the 
child's  face  clouded. 

"  Who'll  take  me  ?  Nurse'U  grumble  and  growl  and  take 
hours  to  get  ready.  Victor  will  have  gone  out  before  I  get 
there.    Oh,  Daddy — can't  I  go  alone  ?  " 

He  shook  his  head,  gazing  down  at  her  with  knitted 
brows,  then  with  a  quick  : 

"  Wait  there  a  minute ! "  he  ran  upstairs  to  his  wife's 
room. 

She  called  assent  to  his  knock  and  he  entered  to  find  her 
sitting  by  the  fire,  a  charming  vision  in  a  silken  boudoir- 
gown,  and  lace  cap  confining  her  curls,  and  a  dainty 
breakfast-tray  on  a  low  table  beside  her.  At  his  entrance 
she  looked  up  in  surprise. 

"  Lewis !  You're  not  waiting,  surely  ?  I  shan't  be  ready 
for  an  hour  yet !  " 
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"  No,  dear,  I'm  not.  But  I  want  to  send  Diane  to  Lavel. 
Who  can  drive  with  her  ?  " 

"  Victor  ?  "  Henriette's  echo  was  sharp.  "  Why  ? 
Why  are  you  in  such  a  hurry  to  see  Victor  ?  " 

Lewis  laid  his  hand  over  hers.  "  I've  a  rather  natural 
anxiety  to  know  how  he  is.  Gilbert  had  a  letter  just  before 
I  left  to  say  he  had  been  seedy,"  he  said. 

Her  frown  faded  at  his  words.  "  I  forgot — yes — he  had 
influenza  rather  badly,"  she  said.  "  And  send  Yvonne  to 
tell  Frances  to  get  ready.  She's  the  under-housemaid  and 
as  good  as  gold.    In  an  hour  then,  Lewis  !  " 

He  departed,  carried  out  her  order,  and  himself  handed 
his  daughter  into  a  cab  a  few  minutes  later ,  then  glad  at 
the  thought  of  the  pleasure  he  had  given  the  child,  went 
indoors  and  entered  his  study. 

Meanwhile  Diane  arrived  at  Arhngton  Street,  found  to 
her  bitter  chagrin  that  Victor  Lavel  was  out ;  but  hiding 
her  disappointment  under  great  dignity  questioned  his 
return.  The  manservant  looked  at  her  doubtfully, 
hesitated,  then  flung  open  a  door.  "  He  expects  to  be  in 
at  h'eleven,  madam  !  "  he  said,  with  a  dignity  as  profound 
as  his  questioner's.    "  Perhaps  you  would  wish  to  wait  ?  " 

Disregarding  her  temporary  henchwoman's  gasp  behind 
her,  Diane  bent  her  head  regally. 

"  Certainly.  Frances,  go  back  home  and  tell  your  master 
that  I  am  going  to  wait  till  M.  Lavel  returns." 

For  a  moment  Frances  hesitated,  but  Diane's  stem 
glance  quelled  her,  and  as  the  child  entered  she  turned 
and  went  downstairs  without  protest. 

In  the  quiet  room  Diane  found  a  volume  of  "  Don  Juan  " 
and  picking  it  up  began  to  read,  wondering  why  her 
governess  had  once  snatched  it  out  of  her  hands,  found  it 
very  dull,  prowled  round  till  she  was  rewarded  by  dis- 
covering a  worn  copy  of  Browning  and  plunging  into  the 
volume  began  on  "  Apt  Vogler,"  and  forgot  everything 
else  till  the  sound  of  a  door  opening  roused  her. 
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Lifting  eyes  still  dreamy  with  the  vision  of  a  new  world 
unfolding  before  her,  she  stared  for  a  moment  uncompre- 
hendingly,  then  fully  reawakened  laid  the  book  down 
and  sprang  to  her  feet. 

"  Victor  !    They  told  you  I  was  waiting." 

Lavel  stooped  and  kissed  her,  taking  the  note  and  laying 
it  a,side  absently, 

"  Yes,  they  told  me  you  were  waiting,"  he  said  after  a 
moment.    "  So  your  father  has  retiimed  ?    Is  he  well  ?  " 

"  Quite  !    And  so  brown  !    Are  you  better,  Victor  ?  " 

Lavel  did  not  answer  for  a  moment,  he  was  distrait, 
even  to  the  child's  eyes,  and  his  face  always  pale,  looked 
ashen.  A  year  Gilbert's  junior,  Victor  Lavel,  save  for  his 
black  hair  and  pale  skin,  was  very  much  his  opposite,  for 
he  was  just  over  six  feet,  exceptionally  handsome,  and  very 
typically  a  Latin.  Just  now,  however,  his  face  was  drawn 
and  set,  his  black  eyes  had  the  look  of  a  man  who  has 
not  slept  well  for  months,  and  there  was  a  strained,  bitter 
look  about  the  mouth.  It  was  obvious  even  to  Diane  that 
something  was  wrong ;  for  they  were  sworn  friends,  and 
never  before  had  he  ignored  her  in  such  fashion.  After  a 
moment  he  spoke  again. 

"  Did  your  mother  send  me  any  message  ?  "  he  asked, 
his  restless  fingers  drumming  the  edge  of  the  table. 

"  No,  I  didn't  see  her.  You  haven't  opened  Daddy's  note." 

"  No." 

He  picked  up  the  envelope,  slit  it,  and  turning  went  over 
to  the  window.    After  a  moment  he  spoke. 

"  Tell  your  father  I  will  write." 

"  Yes,"  Diane  got  up.    "  Anything  else  ?  " 

"No." 

*'  Nothing  to  mamma  ?  " 

His  brows  contracted  sharply. 

"  No." 

It  was  certainly  time  to  go.  Flushing  a  little  at  the 
curtness  of  his  manner  the  child  went  towards  the  door. 


28  THE  EDGE  OF  EMPIRE 

"  Aren't  you  coming  to  see  us,  like  you  generally  do  ?  " 
she  asked  as  lie  opened  it.    "  Won't  mamma  expect  you  ?  " 

For  the  third  time  lie  answered  by  a  brief  negative,  and 
then  something  in  Diane's  face  smote  him,  and  he  laid  his 
hands  on  her  shoulder. 

"  Dear  .  .  .  I'm  a  brute  .  .  .  but  I'm  not  feeling  very 
fit.    Forgive  me,  sweetheart." 

She  flung  her  arms  round  his  neck  as  he  stooped. 

"  Oh,  Victor,  dear,  I'm  so  dreadfully  sorry !  I'll  go  at 
once." 

He  kissed  her,  holding  her  for  a  moment  closely  in  his 
arms,  then  with  a  : 

"  Don't  worry  .  .  .  it's  only  a  headache,  you  know,"  he 
took  her  down  to  the  waiting  cab  and  sent  her  home  in 
charge  of  a  hastily  summoned  commissionaire.  When  he 
had  seen  her  o£E  he  went  back  into  his  sitting-room  and 
there  with  fingers  that  trembled  slightly  ripped  open  the 
note.    It  was  brief. 

"  Deab  Victor, — 

"  Gilbert  told  me  just  before  I  sailed  that  you 
were  not  very  fit.  What's  wrong  ?  I  am  so  sorry. 
Dine  with  us  to-morrow  quietly. 

"  Yours  ever, 

"  Lewis  Clievedon." 
"  Yours  ever  ?  " 

The  commonplace  ending  struck  him  as  a  dreary  joke, 
in  view  of  what  he  had  that  morning  learned  from  Sir 
Charles  Rawlinson,  the  specialist.  He  tore  the  note  to 
shreds,  wrote  a  short  answer  explaining  that  he  was  going 
back  to  Paris  immediately,  and  hoped  as  he  wrote  that  no 
chance  would  throw  him  across  Lewis's  path  for  the  next 
three  days  to  prove  the  words  a  lie ;  then  because  his 
own  company  was  not  to  be  tolerated,  went  out  once 
more  on  his  way  to  his  club. 


CHAPTER  IV 

Meanwhile  Diane  sat  like  a  little  statue  as  they  drove 
back  to  Sloane  Street,  for  she  loved  Victor  next  to  Lewis, 
and  his  strange  behaviour  had  upset  her  more  than  she 
realised.    Home  proved  even  more  disturbing. 

"  You  come  along  of  me  at  once,  Miss  Diane,"  Nurse 
commanded  wrathfuUy,  "  or  I  know  what  it  will  be. 
You'll  be  tired  out  and  have  one  of  your  colds  if  you  don't 
rest  now.  Nice  goings-on  to  be  sure,  and  me  worried  half 
out  of  my  life  wondering  what  had  become  of  you." 

"  You  heard  my  father  say  I  was  going  to  see  M.  Lavel," 
the  child  said  wearily,  climbing  the  stairs  to  the  nursery 
and  wondering  why  she  felt  so  tired,  "  so  you  couldn't  have 
been  that." 

"  Oh,  couldn't  I  indeed  !  That's  all  you  know  about  it 
then,"  was  the  retort,  accompanied  by  a  rough  pull  at  the 
sleeve  of  the  coat.  "  That  was  before  ten  that  was,  and  now 
look  at  the  time  !  Quarter-past  one  !  And  your  dinner 
getting  cold  and  everything." 

"  I  don't  want  any  dinner,"  Diane's  voice  quivered,  but 
she  did  not  intend  to  cry. 

Here  was  cause  for  fresh  offence. 

"  Not  want  your  dinner  ?  There's  a  nice  thing  to  say. 
Isn't  it  just  what  I  told  you  ?  Of  all  the  tiresome  children 
you  are  the  worst " 

But  such  injustice  was  too  much  for  Diane.  Upset, 
strangely  tired,  every  sensitive  nerve  a-stretch,  she  turned 
sharply  on  her  accuser. 

*'  Then  why  do  you  stay  ?  I'm  not  a  little  child.  I  don't 
need  you.    I  should  much  prefer  a  governess,  like  other 
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girls  of  my  age.  Please  leave  me  alone.  I've  not  done 
anything  I  shouldn't.    Oh,  do  leave  me  alone  !  " 

Had  the  woman  possessed  any  love  for  her  charge  she 
would  have  realised  that  shock,  not  impertinence,  was 
responsible  for  the  words,  but  being  what  she  was  she 
merely  noted  the  occasion  as  a  further  proof  of  Diane's 
spoiled  and  evil  disposition,  and  after  the  dinner  had  been 
played  with  locked  her  in  the  room  that  was  still  called 
the  night-nursery,  with  a  command  to  learn  the  Epistle 
and  Gospel  for  the  following  Sunday. 

The  proceeding  was  no  new  one ;  Diane  was  used  to 
punishments  which  seemed  unreasonable,  since  they  were 
the  same  now  when  she  had  passed  her  thirteenth  birthday 
as  they  had  been  at  her  sixth,  but  since  she  could  learn 
by  heart  rapidly  and  without  much  effort  she  had  no  par- 
ticular objection  to  the  form  they  took.  This  afternoon, 
however,  matters  were  difierent ;  her  head  ached  from 
suppressed  excitement.  She  fretted  at  Victor's  strange 
behaviour,  and  the  confinement  of  the  house  on  this  lovely 
day  seemed  unbearable. 

She  was  left  in  the  intervals  of  Henriette's  injudicious 
spoihng  to  the  care  of  an  ill-educated  woman  of  no  particu- 
lar kindness  or  virtue,  but  only  at  times  did  her  loneUness 
oppress  her,  and  those  times  had  invariably  followed  her 
father's  visits  home,  after  that  never-to-be-forgotten 
summer  spent  in  Kashmir.  Latterly,  as  each  leave  ended 
she  had  suffered  more,  and  now  quite  suddenly  it  came 
upon  her  that  she  could  not  face  the  thought  of  his  return 
in  a  few  months'  time.  She  felt  in  a  manner  she  had  never 
felt  before  the  truth  of  her  assertion  to  the  nurse  that  she 
was  no  longer  a  little  child,  and  the  reaUsation  of  the  fact, 
immature  though  it  was,  made  the  very  thought  of  the 
resuming  of  the  old  life  after  her  father  should  have  left, 
an  intolerable  thing  to  contemplate.  Dropping  the  Prayer 
Book  she  leant  her  elbows  on  the  ledge,  and  leaning  her 
chin  on  her  hands  stared  across  the  roofs  and  chimneys  to 
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the  radiant  blue  of  tlie  sky  beyond,  facing  the  future  with 
despair  in  her  heart — a  despair  too  real  to  allow  her  to  be 
conscious  any  longer  of  the  injustice  that  kept  her  indoors 
on  such  a  glorious  afternoon. 

When  Lewis  returned  home  about  four  o'clock,  having 
left  Henriette  to  pay  some  calls,  he  was  told  in  answer  to 
his  enquiries  that  M.  Lavel  had  not  called  or  rung  up,  and 
that  his  daughter  had  just  gone  out  with  the  nurse.  It  was 
a  state  of  things  that  must  not  be  allowed  to  continue.  As 
the  maid  was  closing  the  door  he  called  her  back. 

"  You  said  '  just  gone  out,'  "  he  said.  "  Has  Miss  Diane 
spent  the  afternoon  indoors,  then  ?  " 

The  girl  looked  confused.  Nurse  was  a  favourite  below 
stairs,  but  she  herself  thought  the  woman's  treatment  of 
Diane  a  little  unjust.  Lewis  saw  the  hesitation  and  spoke 
curtly. 

"  Did  you  hear  what  I  said,  Annie  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir.  I  beg  your  pardon.  Miss  Diane  was  locked 
in  her  room  all  the  afternoon." 

"  Locked  in  her "     Lewis  checked  the  indignant 

words.    "Thank  you.    That  is  all." 

The  girl  gone,  he  went  in  search  of  Henriette.  She  was 
driving  in  the  Park,  Yvonne  told  him,  and  his  anger  by  no 
means  appeased  he  followed  her,  jumping  on  a  'bus  that 
took  him  to  Alexandra  Gate. 

The  late  afternoon  was  beautiful  and  not  too  cold,  and 
as  Lewis  walked  up  the  path  beside  the  Row  his  anger 
waxed  apace.  To  keep  the  child  locked  in  her  room  on 
such  a  day  !  "  Just  gone  out " — ^it  was  positively  inhuman 
to  waste  such  glorious  hours  of  rare  sunshine  ;  steps  must 
be  taken  to  prevent  a  recurrence  of  such  conduct,  and  if 
Henriette  refused  to  take  them,  he  'must.  Pausing  a 
moment  by  Hyde  Park  Corner  he  saw  his  wife  driving  with 
an  acquaintance,  bowed,  and  went  to  the  rails  expecting 
the  carriage  to  stop,  but  she  merely  flung  him  a  briUiant 
smile  as  she  drove  by ;   and  turning  on  his  heel  he  con- 
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tinued  his  search  for  Diane.  He  found  her  at  last  sitting 
on  a  chair  watching  the  passing  and  repassing  carriages 
with  wistful  eyes,  and  his  heart  was  hot  within  him  as  he 
saw  the  look  on  her  face. 

Quickening  his  step  he  made  his  way  to  her  side  amply 
rewarded  for  his  search  by  the  light  that  flashed  into  her 
face  and  the  colour  that  crimsoned  her  cheeks. 

"  Dad !  " 

The  word  rang  out  sharply,  and  she  sprang  to  her  feet, 
disregarding  the  instinctive  movement  of  restraint  the 
nurse  made,  caught  his  arm  and  clung  to  it. 

"  Daddy — where  are  you  going  ?  Can't  you  stay  ?  " 
Her  voice  shook,  her  fingers  clenched  in  desperation  on  his 
arm,  and  he  answered  quickly. 

"  I'm  not  going  anywhere,  sweetheart,  except  to  walk 
with  you,  if  you'd  Hke  to  come.  Nurse,  you  need  not  wait. 
Come,  Diane." 

She  looked  a  difierent  being  from  the  child  who  had  so 
forlornly  watched  the  gay  scene  around  only  a  minute  or 
two  ago,  but  he  saw  she  was  over-excited,  and  his  manner 
grew  correspondingly  gentle. 

"  Shall  we  go  to  St.  James's  Park  for  a  change  ?  "  he 
suggested,  as  they  turned  towards  Hyde  Park  Corner. 
"  You  must  be  tired  of  this  place  and  a  walk  will  do  you 
good.    You've  had  tea,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  No,"  she  said.  "  Please  let's  go  to  St.  James's  Park. 
It's  so  pretty  there,  only  Nurse  will  never  walk  so  far." 

For  the  moment  Lewis  forgot  himself  so  far  as  to  say  : 

"  Confound  the  woman ! "  much  to  his  daughter's 
delight,  then  thinking  she  still  looked  pale  he  haUed  a 
hansom  and  put  her  in  it. 

"  We'll  go  and  have  some  more  tea  first,"  he  said.  "  I've 
had  none,  and  I'm  sure  you'll  keep  me  company,  won't 
you,  sweetheart  ?  " 

With  sudden  fervour  she  clenched  her  fingers  round  his. 

"  Always — anywhere,  Daddy  !  "  she  said,  and  there  was 
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an  unchildlike  throb  in  her  voice.  Tea  was  a  great  success, 
and  in  the  pride  of  giving  it  to  her  father,  the  unwonted  joy 
of  being  positively  ordered  to  eat  the  creamiest  of  creamy 
chocolate  cake,  Diane  forgot  for  the  time  being  a  goodly 
part  of  her  troubles.  But  when  it  was  over  and  they  were 
strolling  by  the  waterside  in  St.  James's  Park  her  fears 
returned. 

Seeing  by  the  look  on  her  face  that  all  was  not  well,  he 
shpped  his  hand  through  her  arm. 

"  We'll  sit  down  under  the  trees,  shall  we  ?  "  he  suggested. 
"  I  think  it's  quite  warm  enough.  This  is  the  prettiest  park 
in  London,  isn't  it,  Diane  ?  And  do  you  know  that  just 
up  and  down  here  is  where  Bang  Charles  II  used  to  walk, 
feeding  the  ducks  ?  The  ancestors  of  these  very  ducks  in 
front  of  us  perhaps." 

"  Did  he  ?  "  Lewis  could  see  by  the  sudden  expression 
in  his  daughter's  eyes  that  she  had  acquired  a  more  human 
interest  in  the  Merry  Monarch  than  heretofore,  and  being 
something  of  an  historian  and  a  staunch  admirer  of  that 
brilliant  and  somewhat  maligned  king,  he  told  her  a  few 
of  the  more  reputable  anecdotes  that  crowd  about  the 
memory  of  the  Second  Charles.  Diane  proved  herself  an 
eager  listener,  and  when  Lewis  ended  his  impromptu 
history  lesson  it  was  time  to  go  home. 

At  Buckingham  Palace  he  hailed  another  cab,  and  they 
drove  home  both  feeUng  pleasantly  like  truants,  to  arrive 
at  the  door  almost  at  the  same  moment  as  the  victoria. 

Diane's  look  grew  apprehensive,  and  her  fingers  tight- 
ened a  trifle  on  her  father's  arm,  but  as  luck  would  have  it 
Henriette  was  in  one  of  her  most  radiant  moods. 

"  You  pair  of  children,"  she  cried  in  laughing  salute. 
"  You  look  so  consciously  innocent  that  I'm  certain  you 
have  been  up  to  some  kind  of  mischief.  What  has  he  been 
making  you  do  this  time,  Diane  ?  " 

Apprehension  fled,  and  Diane  smiled. 

"  Took  me  out  to  tea !    I've  eaten  enough  chocolate 
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cakes  to  be  sick  all  night !  But  I  shan't  be  !  I  feel  abso- 
lutely well !  " 

Such  frankness  was  disarming.  Henriette  flashed  an 
amused  look  at  her  husband,  and  as  they  entered  the 
house  bent  down  and  kissed  her  daughter's  cheek. 

"  You  look  adorably  pretty  to-day,  darling.  If  you  like 
you  shall  have  dinner  with  us.  We're  all  alone.  Tell 
Nurse  to  put  on  the  frock  that  came  home  yesterday.  I 
got  it  from  Lucille,"  she  added,  turning  to  her  husband. 
"  I'm  afraid  it's  overtrimmed  and  I  want  to  decide.  Don't 
be  late,  fairy-girl !  " 

In  such  a  mood  as  this  Henriette  was  irresistible,  and 
though  Lewis  realised  the  unwisdom  of  allowing  Diane  to 
hear  her  own  beauty  praised,  he  could  not  find  it  in  his 
heart  to  check  his  wife. 

Instead,  taking  advantage  of  her  humour,  he  spoke  of 
his  dissatisfaction  with  the  nurse  and  suggested  a  change 
of  regime  ;  Diane  was  not  in  good  hands — what  did 
Henriette  think  of  a  governess  ?  Some  one  capable  and 
properly  educated,  but  at  the  same  time  not  too  old. 

He  put  the  proposition  a  trifle  anxiously,  but  to  his  great 
relief  Henriette  seemed  to  agree  most  cordially.  She  even 
suggested  the  change  taking  place  without  delay,  seemed 
to  have  forgotten  entirely  the  matter  of  Trinket  in  connec- 
tion with  her  daughter,  and  for  the  remainder  of  the  evening 
was  her  most  charming  self. 

The  next  morning,  among  his  letters,  Lewis  found  one 
from  M.  Lavel,  Gilbert's  father,  who  resided  in  Paris,  and 
after  reading  it  went  up  to  the  room  he  had  so  recently 
left. 

He  found  Henriette  propped  up  with  pillows,  her  pretty 
hands  busily  occupied  with  her  letters  that  lay  tossed  about 
the  lace  coverlet. 

At  his  unexpected  entrance  and  the  sight  of  his  face, 
she  slipped  the  note  that  she  held  under  her  pillow  and  sat 
motionless,  gazing  at  him,  her  lips  a  little  apart,  her  breath 
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coining  a  trifle  unevenly.  But  that  he  was  engrossed  with 
the  matter  in  hand  he  would  have  noticed  the  signs  of 
agitation,  as  it  was  he  came  over  and  sat  down  on  the  side 
of  the  bed. 

"  Listen,  dear,"  he  said.  "  Here's  a  letter  from  M.  Lavel 
asking  us  to  visit  him  in  November — why  what  is  it  ?  " 
For  Henriette  had  laughed  suddenly,  a  sharp,  high  laugh 
that  had  in  it  the  note  of  relief,  and  he  turned  to  her  in 
perplexity. 

She  caught  his  hand,  leaning  against  him  with  a  sudden, 
childish  gesture. 

"  Oh  ! — I  was  startled — nothing.  How  silly  !  Only — 
you  looked  so  grave  and  stern  I " 

He  slipped  an  arm  round  her,  gathering  the  slight  ninon- 
clad  figure  close  to  his  side. 

"  Little  dufier  !  "  he  said.  "  Why  you're  trembHng,  dear. 
Do  you  mean  to  say  you're  frightened  of  me  when  I  look 
grave  ?  " 

She  laughed  again,  her  fingers  nervously  teasing  his. 

"  Of  com'se  not — it  was  stupid.  Only  I  hate  bad  news, 
and  I  thought — go  on,  Lewis  !    What  does  M.  Lavel  say  ?  " 

He  told  her,  pleased  with  the  invitation  to  his  old  friend's 
house,  for,  despite  the  difference  of  the  generation,  Rene 
Lavel  had  a  real  comradeship  with  his  son's  close  friend. 

"  Then  of  course  we'll  go,"  she  said  at  last.  "  I  love 
Paris." 

"  Lady  Thurston  is  staying  there,  too,"  he  said.  At  the 
last  words  she  uttered  a  cry  of  joy. 

"  Grizel  ?  Then  write  at  once.  Just  Grizel  for  me  and 
M.  Louis  and  M.  Lavel  for  you  !  Oh,  it  will  be  delightful ! 
Write  to-day  and  accept !  " 

He  left  her,  humming  a  little  French  love-song,  and 
wrote  his  acceptance  and  thanks  to  M.  Lavel,  while  Hen- 
riette, tossing  her  letters  in  a  heap,  sat  up  and  stared  in 
front  of  her,  arms  clasped  around  her  knees. 


CHAPTER  V 

The  October  afternoon  was  drawing  to  a  close,  and  high 
above  the  flaming  woods  the  quiet  sky  was  showing  faint 
gleams  of  blue  through  a  dappled  film  of  cloud.  The 
atmosphere  was  so  still  that  beneath  the  trees  could  be 
heard  the  rustle  of  the  leaves  falling  one  by  one  from  the 
spreading  branches  above  to  the  carpet  of  gold  and  russet 
below. 

The  predominant  note  of  the  landscape,  of  woods  and 
gentle  sky,  was  peace,  the  peace  so  wrongly  named  Death, 
which  is  really  the  birth  of  Life — yet  there  was  cold  in  the 
world  as  the  faint  blue  in  the  northern  sky  showed,  and  the 
tiny  life  of  the  animal  kingdom  had  hidden  itself  till  the 
approaching  severity  should  pass. 

For  nearly  half  an  hour  Grizel  Thurston  had  not  stirred 
from  the  spot  in  which  she  had  chosen  to  rest ;  she  had 
had  much  to  think  about  this  afternoon  and  always  the 
woods  helped  her.  So  in  company  with  a  black  spaniel 
she  had  left  the  house  soon  after  lunch,  found  a  comfortable 
seat  cushioned  with  dry  leaves  and  surrounded  by  tangled 
roots  that  formed  support  for  back  and  arms,  and  there 
stayed,  even  though  her  watch  pointed  to  four  o'clock. 

A  bridle-road  cleaving  the  woods  passed  near  her,  but 
only  once  had  any  one  intruded  on  her  soHtude ;  then  it 
was  only  an  old  woodcutter  she  knew,  in  charge  of  an  old 
white  horse  and  lumbering  timber-cart.  He  knew  her,  too, 
giving  her  greeting  as  he  passed,  and  she  had  watched  his 
blue  blouse  out  of  sight  amidst  the  grey  boles  of  the  trees, 
giving  the  little  moving  group  an  interest  as  it  were  wholly 
detached. 

36 
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It  seemed  to  her  that  she  had  come  to  a  halting-place  in 
life,  a  dividing  of  the  past  from  the  future,  and  it  was  but 
fitting  she  should  pause  and  give  the  tribute  of  thought  to 
all  that  had  been,  as  one  gives  tribute  by  the  side  of  a 
grave.  Behind  her  lay  eight  years  of  torment,  none  the 
less  real  because  not  of  the  kind  that  calls  for  public  sym- 
pathy, and  now  ahead  lay,  as  she  hoped,  peace  and  quiet 
just  as  that  which  lay  in  the  physical  world  around  her  at 
this  moment.  Now  at  last,  after  the  death  of  her  husband, 
Humphrey,  she  was  free  to  order  her  life  as  she  wished, 
free  to  respect  herself  and  live  in  health  of  mind  as  well  as 
body,  and  her  first  act  of  freedom  had  been  to  sell  the  house 
in  Scotland  where  she  had  been  so  wretched  and  return  to 
the  home  of  her  childhood,  the  home  enshrining  memory 
and  happiness  and  the  high  hopes  of  youth. 

It  had  seemed  as  if  the  very  sky  altered  when  she  first 
set  foot  on  the  soil  of  France  after  these  long  years,  and  a 
great  weight  seemed  to  be  lifted  from  her  soul. 

Her  mother  had  been  English,  but  her  father  was  French, 
and  it  was  to  Paris  and  that  father's  father  that  Grizel 
owed  her  training  and  her  temperament ;  it  was  to  her 
grandfather's  house  that  she  had  returned  this  grey  quiet 
autunm. 

Nearly  a  month  had  passed  since  her  return,  and  in  that 
month  her  healing  had  begim.  She  loved  her  grandfather 
with  a  devotion  few  are  capable  of  giving,  and  it  was  joy 
to  her  that  her  pleasure  in  his  society  was  returned  with 
interest.  They  had  spent  these  past  weeks  in  gracious 
companionship  into  which  no  one  had  intruded ;  after 
to-day,  however,  things  were  to  be  different,  for  M.  Lavel 
was  expecting  guests  for  a  few  days'  visit — a  rare  occur- 
rence nowadays,  when  faihng  health  and  advancing  age 
caused  invitations  to  visit  his  charming  little  house  in 
Paris  to  be  few  and  far  between. 

It  had  been  a  cause  for  well-nigh  world-wide  regret  when 
M.  Rene  Lavel  retired  from  public  life,  hia  wonderful  voice 
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still  at  the  height  of  its  beauty.  But  horror  of  the  day  when 
his  hearers  should  be  obliged  to  mingle  regret  with  their 
praise,  added  to  the  necessity  of  another  form  of  self- 
expression,  drove  M.  Lavel  from  the  operatic  stage  to  his 
study,  and  now  writing  constantly  and  teaching  a  favoured 
few  he  intended  to  spend  the  remainder  of  his  life. 

The  last  year,  however,  he  had  failed  perceptibly ;  he 
had  given  up  his  pupils,  speaking  quite  frankly  to  Grizel  of 
the  matter. 

"  I  need  you  when  I  have  guests,"  he  had  said.  "  I  find 
the  strain  of  entertaining  is  becoming  too  much  for  me  un- 
aided. Spare  me  a  few  months  regularly  from  your  English 
home."  And  Grizel,  gladdened  by  this  need,  agreed  without 
demur. 

M.  Jean  Lavel,  her  father,  and  M.  Lavel's  eldest  son,  had 
married  an  English  wife  who  had  borne  him  a  family  of 
seven,  dying  at  the  birth  of  Veronica,  the  younger  girl, 
and  leaving  a  blank  in  her  husband's  life  that  neither  time 
nor  fame  could  fill.  Perhaps  because  of  her,  perhaps  be- 
cause of  her  nation's  appreciation  of  his  great  art,  M.  Jean 
Lavel  had  always  cherished  a  warm  affection  for  his  wife's 
country,  had  sent  his  sons  to  Winchester  and  given  his 
daughters  the  freedom  of  an  English  education,  finally 
settling  in  the  country,  near  London,  himself  ;  yet  Grizel, 
his  eldest  daughter,  had  always  remained  a  Frenchwoman 
at  heart,  and  her  deepest  love  was  given  to  the  land  of  her 
birth. 

Tall,  fair,  inclined  to  slendemess,  Grizel  Thurston  at  the 
age  of  twenty-eight  was  far  more  beautiful  than  she  had 
been  at  eighteen,  for  her  suffering  had  given  her  a  depth  of 
character  seen  at  once  in  the  curves  of  her  mouth,  the 
shadow  of  her  steady  eyes,  a  beauty  as  much  of  soul  as 
body,  irresistibly  attractive. 

As  she  sat  in  the  grey  roots  of  the  old  tree  her  thoughts 
presently  left  the  past  and  went  forward  to  the  future.  In 
England  lay  duties  she  could  not  neglect,  the  most  import- 
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ant  being  her  small  son,  and  soon  she  must  return.  Gilbert, 
her  beloved  eldest  brother,  would  be  home,  too,  and  he 
wished  to  spend  most  of  his  leave  with  her.  Everything 
called  her  to  settle  her  future  plans.  The  spaniel's  fidget- 
ing roused  her  to  the  realisation  that  it  was  getting  late 
and  that  Victor  arrived  at  five  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Clievedon 
shortly  after — also  that  she  had  a  long  walk  ;  so,  rising, 
she  shook  the  leaves  from  her  dress,  spoke  to  the  eager  dog 
and  started  on  her  return  home. 

But  time  had  sped  faster  than  she  knew,  and  once 
beyond  the  Bois  she  was  obliged  to  take  a  cab  to  the  rue 
Solferino  where  M.lLavel  lived  in  a  small  house  standing 
very  pleasantly  with  a  view  of  the  river. 

She  found  her  grandfather  in  his  study,  the  room  of  all 
others  she  loved  best  in  the  house  because  it  held  more  of 
his  essential  personality  than  any  other,  and  as  she  entered 
he  laid  aside  the  book  he  had  been  reading  and  held  out  a 
hand  in  welcome. 

"  It  is  good  to  see  you  here,"  he  said.  "  I  have  been 
dreaming  since  the  light  grew  dim,  dreaming  of  your  little 
son. 

Moving  to  his  side,  GriZel  sat  down  on  the  big  leather 
footstool  he  sometimes  used. 

"  He  is  like  you,"  she  said.  "  It  was  w:hat  I  prayed  and 
longed  for." 

M.  Lavel's  beautiful  hand  touched  her  cheek  caressingly. 

"  To  think  the  old  bon-papa  means  yet  so  much  to  one  !  " 
he  mocked. 

"  To  us  all !  "  Grizel  said,  and  taking  the  hand  laid  her 
lips  upon  it.  "  To  us  all !  The  veritable  centre  and  pivot 
of  our  lives.  If  you  are  much  to  your  world — as  all  Europe 
has  known — how  much  more  to  us,  when  you  are  ours  ?  " 

"  You  should  have  given  your  heart  elsewhere — the  time 
is  not  too  late.  But  I  confess  your  extravagance  pleases 
me.    I  fear  I  grow  old  and  vain.    Am  I  vain,  Grizel  ?  " 

"  No ! " 
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"  But  old,  alas  !  " 

She  bent  her  head  lower. 

"  I  would  keep  age  from  you  with  my  very  life  if  I  could ! " 
she  said  low,  and  was  silent. 

M.  Lavel  said  nothing  ;  by  and  by  he  withdrew  his  hand 
and  laid  it  for  an  instant  on  her  hair.    Later  still  he  spoke. 

"  He  should  be  here  in  a  few  moments.  It  is  long  since 
you  have  seen  Victor  ?  " 

"  Five  years.    He  has  changed  ?  " 

"  Greatly.  I  confess  I  understand  Victor  least  of  my 
grandchildren.  The  critics  have  treated  him  hardly,  and 
he  has  suffered.  It  is  the  English  training  that  he  shows 
little — Jiein,  Grizel  ?  " 

She  laughed,  rising  and  kissing  his  forehead,  yet  she 
guessed  all  was  not  as  she  would  have  wished  it  with  the 
brother  who  was  in  all  respects  a  stranger  to  her.  He  had 
entered  the  lists  of  art  and,  though  too  clever  to  be  ignored, 
had  met  with  a  storm  of  abuse  from  the  critics  and  estab- 
lished rival  factions  in  the  public.  His  plays  were  produced, 
his  brilliance  adnaitted,  but  no  one  of  those  who  sought  to 
court  or  flatter  him  knew  what  he  felt,  or  if  the  violent 
admiration  and  equally  violent  enmity  of  his  world  touched 
him  at  all.    Grizel  felt  herself  anxious  for  the  meeting. 

The  early  October  dusk  was  falling  when  the  carriage 
was  heard  and  she  gave  her  grandfather  a  few  minutes 
alone  with  his  grandson  before  descending  to  the  study. 
When  she  entered  a  little  later  she  found  her  brother  alone 
and  went  forward  swiftly. 

"  Victor,  dear  !    Five  years  since  I  have  seen  you  !  " 

Victor  kissed  her,  with  a  courteous  formality. 

"  I  thought  it  even  longer,"  he  said.  "  You  look  well, 
Grizel ! " 

"  And  I  am  quite  afraid  of  so  brilliant  a  brother,"  she 
retorted.  "  But  are  you  always  so  pale  ?  You  work  too 
hard." 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  M.  Lavel  entering  she 


THE  EDGE  OF  EMPIRE  41 

turned  to  him.  *'  Shall  we  have  tea,  grandfather  1  "  she 
enquired,  her  hand  on  the  bell,  and  M.  Lavel  signed  ac- 
quiescence ;  afternoon  tea  was  an  English  habit  of  his. 

There  was  much  to  talk  of.  M.  Lavel  had  not  seen 
Victor  for  several  months  ;  and  Victor  also  desired  to  hear 
all  his  sister's  news.  Presently,  however,  M.  Lavel  spoke 
of  other  matters. 

"  Did  you  know  we  had  guests,  Victor  ?  "  he  enquired. 
"  Clievedon  comes  to-night  for  two  or  three  days.  You 
will  be  pleased.  He  brings  Henriette  with  him,  for  Grizel's 
sake." 

As  it  happened  Grizel  chanced  to  glance  at  that  instant 
at  her  brother,  and  despite  the  uncertain  firelight  the  look 
she  saw  in  his  face  startled  her  to  dismay.  Some  instinct 
warned  her  not  to  remark  upon  his  deathly  pallor  or  the 
look  in  his  eyes,  but  when  he  rose  a  few  minutes  later  and 
quitted  the  room,  she  was  not  surprised. 

Presently,  making  an  excuse  to  her  grandfather,  she 
went  in  search  of  him,  and  finding  the  downstairs  room 
empty  knocked  at  the  door  of  the  bedroom  he  occupied 
when  he  chose  to  sleep  at  his  grandfather's  house,  and,  in 
answer  to  his  brief  word,  entered. 

He  was  standing  by  the  window  as  she  had  seen  him 
before,  and  only  one  candle  was  lit,  barely  illuminating  the 
small,  rather  bare  chamber ;  moving  quickly  across  she 
laid  her  hand  on  his  arm  and  spoke. 

"  There  is  something  wrong,  Victor.  What  is  it  ?  Can 
I  not  help  ?  " 

He  did  not  repulse  her  as  she  feared,  did  not  even  deny 
her  statement,  instead  he  merely  looked  at  her. 

"  Nobody  can  help,"  he  said  very  quietly,  "  and  do  not 
ask  me  what  it  is.  I  cannot  tell  you.  I  suppose  I  am  tired, 
or  I  should  not  have  betrayed  myself  even  to  you." 

"  If  you  put  it  like  that  I  cannot  do  otherwise,"  she  said, 
and  stood  for  a  moment  without  speaking.  When  she  spoke 
again  her  voice  was  low  and  very  gentle. 
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"  If  ever  the  need  comes  to  speak  to  some  human  soul, 
remember  I  have  suffered  too  much  myself  to  judge  or 
ignore.    You  will  remember  that,  Victor  1  " 

He  looked  at  her  a  moment  with  eyes  profoundly  desolate. 
"  Yes,"  he  said,  "  and  I  am  not  myself.  Forgive  me.  .  .  . 
You  must  go.    Our  guests  will  be  arriving." 

She  quite  realised  that  it  was  time  to  go  downstairs, 
but  for  the  moment  she  could  not  face  any  one.  Victor's 
looks  had  unnerved  her,  and  she  sought  her  own  room. 

Once  there,  where  the  hickory  and  apple  primings  on  the 
hearth  shot  forth  dancing  flames,  surrounded  by  the  very 
chintz-hung  furniture  of  her  childhood,  she  realised  the 
barrier  of  separation  the  past  years  had  built  between  her 
own  life  and  the  lives  of  those  she  loved. 

The  sound  of  wheels  without  halting  in  the  quiet  street 
warned  her  that  she  must  go  down,  and  despite  her  anxiety 
she  felt  a  thrill  of  pleasure  at  the  thought  of  meeting 
Henriette,  for  whom  she  had  cherished  a  lifelong  affection. 
Oddly  enough  she  had  never  yet  seen  Henriette's  husband  ; 
any  visits  that  had  been  exchanged  having  taken  place 
when  Clievedon  was  away,  yet  he  was  Gilbert's  chief  friend, 
and  she  had  heard  much  of  him  for  years. 

It  was  with  a  certain  curiosity,  therefore,  that  she  went 
downstairs,  to  arrive  in  the  study  just  as  the  guests  were 
being  welcomed  by  M.  Lavel,  and  at  sight  of  her  a  little 
figure  wrapped  in  furs  broke  away  from  the  group  and 
flung  itself  into  her  arms  with  a  cry  of  excitement. 

"  Grizel !  Grizel !  Oh,  how  delightful  to  see  you  at  last ! 
You  darling — Idss  me  !  " 

This  was  certainly  Henriette  unchanged,  and  after  the 
kiss  had  been  given  Grizel  held  her  off  a  moment  to  look  at 
the  slim  childlike  figure,  the  laughing,  vivid  face  and 
brilUant  eyes. 

"  You  are  prettier  than  ever,"  she  said,  and  Henriette 
laughed  and  swung  round,  catching  hold  of  her  husband's 
arm  as  he  spoke  to  his  host. 
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"  Lewis  !  D'you  hear  what  Grizel  says  ?  Come  and  be 
introduced  to  her  at  last !    This  is  Lewis,  Grizel !  " 

With  a  laughing  apology  to  M.  Lavel,  Lewis  turned,  and 
Grizel  met  the  glance  of  a  pair  of  brilliant,  very  keen  grey 
eyes,  still  somewhat  amused  in  expression. 

"  How  do  you  do,  Lady  Thurston  ?  It  certainly  is  '  at 
last '  isn't  it  ?  " 

Before  Grizel  could  reply  Henriette  broke  in  tem- 
pestuously : 

"  Lewis  !  I  can't  have  you  call  her  that !  You  must 
just  be  Grizel  and  Lewis  to  one  another  !  " 

"  Won't  you  let  me  shake  hands  first  ?  "  Grizel  enquired, 
"  you  were  always  impatient !  " 

They  both  laughed  and  Grizel  felt  her  hand  taken  in  a 
cool  firm  grip. 

"  She  hasn't  altered  !  "  Lewis  said,  referring  to  his  wife, 
with  a  little  shrug.  "  And  I  am  more  than  pleased  that  we 
have  met  at  last." 

M.  Lavel  here  suggested  that  they  should  enter  the  salon  ; 
but  Grizel,  glancing  at  her  watch,  reminded  him  of  the 
hour,  and  it  ended  by  her  taking  them  upstairs  upon 
Henriette's  saying  she  wanted  an  hour  to  dress. 

As  they  were  quitting  the  room,  however,  the  sound  of 
a  latchkey  made  them  turn,  and  Louis,  M.  Lavel's  only 
other  son,  who  lived  with  him  and  was  a  nerve  specialist 
of  some  note,  entered  in  time  to  hear  Henriette's  words. 

At  them  he  laughed. 

"  You  won't  be  an  hour  though,"  he  remarked,  laying 
his  hand  on  Clievedon's  shoulder,  "  so  come  down  to  the 
study  and  have  a  smoke  directly  you  are  ready." 

Lewis  nodded  as  he  halted  on  the  threshold  of  his  room. 

"  I  will,  old  fellow.  I  beg  your  pardon,  Lady  Thurston !  " 
for  Grizel  having  escaped  from  Henriette  was  leaving 
the  room  as  he  tried  to  enter  it.  "  I'm  very  clumsy,  I 
fear." 

"  We  were  both  merely  in  a  hurry,"  Grizel  replied,  and 
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smiled ;  for  she  knew  she  was  going  to  like  Henriette's 
husband. 

As  the  door  closed  behind  him,  Lewis  spoke  to  his  wife. 

"  I  congratulate  you  on  your  friend.  Does  that  please 
you  ?  " 

"  Immensely  !  "  Henriette  looked  up  from  the  corner 
of  the  couch  into  which  she  had  sunk,  with  a  Httle  nod  of 
satisfaction.  "  I  thought  you  would  !  She's  a  dear  ! 
Charming,  clever  and  good  all  through.  It  isn't  often  I 
praise  my  sex,  is  it  ?  " 

He  laughed,  bending  over  to  kiss  the  top  of  her  dark 
little  head. 

"  No,  you  little  firework.  Lady  Thurston  has  my 
gracious  approval.  I've  no  doubt  it  will  make  a  vast 
difference  to  her  !  " 

"  Don't  laugh  at  me  !  "  Henriette  retorted,  sticking  out 
a  petulant  lip,  "  Grizel  really  is  a  darling  .  .  .  just  Uke  her 
father  and  M.  Lavel." 

Lewis,  however,  having  retreated  to  the  dressing-room 
was  saved  the  necessity  of  an  answer,  and  very  soon  the 
arrival  of  Henriette's  maid,  Yvonne,  put  an  end  to  the 
conversation. 

Meanwhile  in  the  room  adjoining,  which  happened  to  be 
Grizel's,  another  and  rather  similar  conversation  was  pro- 
gressing, for  Louis  had  entered  with  a  message  for  his 
niece  and  stood  warming  his  hands  by  the  fire. 

"  I  must  go,"  he  remarked,  without  moving,  for  about 
the  third  time.  "  But  I  have  not  had  a  minute  with  you 
yet.    How  d'you  think  you'll  like  Clievedon  ?  " 

"  I  like  him,"  she  said.  "  He  is  quite  worthy  of  Gilbert 
I  do  beKeve." 

They  both  laughed ;  her  extravagant  partisanship  for 
this,  her  eldest,  brother  being  no  new  thing. 

"  I'll  tell  him  !  "  M.  Louis  teased.  "  It'll  make  a  great 
impression  I've  no  doubt." 

"  Uncle  Louis  !    If  you  dare  !    But  I  do  all  the  same. 
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It's  the  face  of  a  man  who'll  do  big  things  .  .  .  it's  strong 
and  honourable  and  rather  bold.  I  like  the  way  he  carries 
his  head,  that  little  touch  of  unconscious  defiance.  He 
ought  to  have  Uved  in  the  days  of  chivalry.  I  think  he'd 
have  been  rather  a  splendid  knight." 

*'  He's  certainly  a  strong  man,"  Louis  agreed,  "  I  don't 
think  he  fears  anything  on  earth.  He's  a  good  leader  and 
he's  an  awkward  man  to  tackle.  I'm  glad  you  think  so 
well  of  him,  Grizel." 

"I  do.  And  now  you  really  must  go  because  I  must 
begin  to  dress  in  earnest." 

She  thought  over  many  things  while  she  dressed,  but 
ever  and  anon  her  thoughts  returned  to  the  man  she  had 
just  met.  His  eleven  years'  close  friendship  with  her  brother 
had  always  puzzled  her  a  Httle,  because  she  had  not 
pictured  the  man  of  Henriette's  choice  correctly.  It  was 
just  because  he  was  himself  and  not  the  choice  she  had 
imagined,  that  the  puzzle  changed  ground  as  it  were.  She 
had  not  given  Henriette  credit  for  much  wisdom — yet  she 
had  married  Lewis  CHevedon.  Obviously  she  must  revise 
certain  opinions. 

At  dinner  she  sat  next  Lewis  and  studied  his  profile 
when  he  was  talking  elsewhere.  Seen  thus,  the  strength  of 
the  jaw  and  chin  was  noticeable,  also  the  dehcacy  of  the 
nostril  and  the  close,  well-set  ear.  Grizel  liked  studying 
faces,  and  this  one  she  found  of  exceptional  interest. 
Presently,  turning  with  some  abruptness,  he  met  her 
eyes. 

"  Do  you  approve  ?  "  he  questioned  half  under  his  breath. 

Grizel  felt  the  hot  colour  crimson  her  face  ;  to  any  other 
man  she  would  have  shown  no  sign  of  embarrassment,  but 
the  knowledge  of  her  own  thoughts  was  her  undoing. 
Even  as  she  hesitated,  his  teeth  gleamed  as  he  smiled, 
mischief  in  eyes  and  voice. 

"  I  guessed  I  should  be  judged  !  "  he  said.  "  You  forget 
Gilbert  has  talked  much  of  you,  and  although  he  is  the 
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least  conceited  man  on  earth  I  have  gathered  a  little  what 
your  feeling  is  for  him.  Was  it  unlikely  you  would  review 
me  for  yourself  ?  " 

"  You  make  me  feel  I  have  been  impertinent,"  she  said, 
the  lovely  flush  still  in  her  cheek  ;  for  a  moment  embarrass- 
ment held  her,  then  unable  to  resist  the  amusement  in  his 
face,  she  laughed.  t 

"  Yet  you  guessed  the  truth  !  "  she  confessed.  "  At 
least,  in  a  measure.  I  did  want  to  form  my  own  judg- 
ment, whereas  to  other  men  I  should  pay  no  such  heed. 
You  have  been  rather  closely  knit  with  my  kindred,  you 
see  .  .  .  and  you  have  compelled  me  to  tell  you  the  truth. 
I  think  you  compel  most  people  that  way." 

He  laughed  a  Uttle,  crumbled  his  bread  for  a  moment, 
then  suddenly  turned  back  to  her. 

"  What  is  your  judgment  ?  "  he  asked.  She  met  his 
look  steadily. 

"  It  is  a  little  early  for  it  to  be  formed,"  she  said,  "  but 
I  think  I  am  satisfied." 

He  smiled  again  theh,  but  the  teasing  light  had  gone 
from  his  eyes,  and  for  a  moment  their  glances  held. 

"  I  am  glad,"  he  said  simply  and  turned  away  to  answer 
some  question  of  M.  Lavel's. 

During  the  evening  Grizel  noticed  more  than  once 
Victor's  silence,  but  not  knowing  what  his  customary 
manner  was  she  thought  little  of  it.  To  connect  his 
agitation  of  a  few  hours  ago  with  the  Clievedona'  arrival 
was  a  thing  of  which  she  did  not  dream. 

The  conversation  was  fairly  general  during  the  short 
evening;  when  M.  Lavel  made  his  excuses  shortly  after 
ten,  Henriette  announced  her  intention  of  following  his 
example. 

"  I'm  so  tired !  "  she  remarked.  "  It's  been  such  a 
joiimey  !    Grizel,  will  you  forgive  me  if  I  go  ?  " 

"  Of  course ! "  Grizel  rose  hastily,  "  I'll  take  you  to 
your  room." 
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As  good  nights  were  being  said,  however,  Louis  caught 
his  niece's  arm. 

"  You're  not  tired,"  he  said.  "  You'll  come  down  again, 
won't  you  ?    It's  reaUy  quite  early  yet." 

She  glanced  at  the  other  two. 

"  Don't  you  want  a  talk  all  to  yourselves  ?  No  ?  Then 
I  will,  just  for  a  little."     And  with  that  Louis  was  content. 

In  the  pleasant  guest  room  allotted  to  the  Clievedons, 
where  the  stove  diffused  a  dehghtful  warmth,  Grizel 
turned  to  her  friend  with  a  little  laugh  of  pleasure. 

"  Oh,  it  is  good  to  have  you  in  my  own  home ! "  she 
said,  "  and  what  a  child  you  look  !  Just  the  same.  You 
are  about  as  slender  as  you  were  at  fourteen  and  you  are 
more  exquisite  to  look  at  than  ever." 

"  Oh  !  "  Henriette  caught  her  hands,  "  you  are  my  own 
dear,  are  you  not  ?  You  love  me  just  the  same,  don't  you, 
Grizel  ?  If  I  were  not  the  same  Henriette,  if  I  were 
quite  wicked,  you  would  still  love  me  ?    Yes  ?  " 

Looking  into  the  great  dark  eyes  that  were  suddenly 
misted  over  with  emotion,  Grizel  felt  the  old  love  and 
tenderness  that  she  had  lavished  through  childhood  and 
youth  on  her  friend,  rising  once  more.  Henriette  looked 
so  frail  and  young,  so  like  a  lovely  child,  and  the  odd 
husky  little  break  in  her  voice  went  to  Grizel's  heart.  She 
laid  her  hand  over  the  clinging  fingers. 

"  Yes,  dear,"  she  said,  "  always." 

And  the  very  quietness  of  her  voice  seemed  to  carry 
conviction  to  Henriette. 

"  That — is  good  to  hear,"  she  said,  "  because  I  am  not 
the  same — really  I  am  not.  I — ^I  am  very  wicked  and 
sometimes  I  am  dreadfully  frightened." 

"  Frightened,  dear  ?  "  Grizel  said,  feehng  many  years 
older  than  the  slim  figure  beside  her,  "  But  why  ?  What 
frightens  you?  " 

"  I  don't  know  !  " 

A  child's  hesitating  answer.    Grizel  smiled. 
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"  You've  got  your  hiisband  now,  Henriette.  He  can 
take  care  of  you." 

"  Lewis  ?  "  Henriette  flashed  one  quick  look  at  her 
friend,  then  let  her  black  lashes  droop  once  more.  She 
twisted  her  fingers  together  and  seemed  to  answer  almost 
against  her  will, 

"  It  is — Lewis — who  frightens  me  a  Httle,  as  well,"  she 
said  rather  breathlessly,  and  for  a  moment  silence  fell ; 
Grizel  could  not  discuss  Lewis  with  his  wife.  Instead  she 
spoke  very  gently. 

"  Poor  darling.  Well,  when  you  are  frightened  next 
time  you  must  just  send  for  me  and  I'll  come.  I'll  always 
come,  dear." 

"  I  will — ^it  is,  oh,  such  a  rehef  to  have  you  !  And  now 
I  mustn't  let  you  stay  because  they  want  you  downstairs, 
which  I  think  is  most  sensible  of  them.  Good  night — oh  it 
is  good  to  have  you  near  me  again  !  " 


CHAPTER  VI 

When  Grizel  re-entered  the  study  she  found  chairs  drawn 
nearer  to  the  fire,  one  left  for  herself  near  the  big  winged 
chair  her  grandfather  always  used,  the  further  lamp  turned 
out  and  cigarettes  and  glasses  on  a  little  table  foreshadow- 
ing a  long  evening's  talk. 

As  she  came  in  Lewis  was  speaking,  evidently  answering 
some  former  question  of  Louis's. 

"  Oh,  I  fancy  Sher  Afzul  will  leave  Kabul  and  fight  it 
out.  It's  been  a  strain  to  keep  Nizam  up  to  anything  and 
his  getting  bUnd  in  public  has  upset  the  nobles.  If  Sher 
Afzul  comes  into  the  country  with  a  biggish  following  we 
shall  have  trouble.  Confound  these  buffer  states.  They're 
the  devil  for  trouble,  and  I  always  considered  that  Umra 
Khan  has  been  too  much  the  spoiled  child  of  frontier  poUcy 
generally." 

"  Your  pardon "  M.  Lavel's  voice  held  a  note  of 

perplexity,  "  you  speak  of  this  man — pst !  His  name  is 
impossible — coming  to  make  trouble.  Who  then  is  this 
other,  this  Umra  Khan  ?  " 

CHevedon  turned  to  his  host.  "  I  must  ask  you  to  for- 
give me.  I  am  apt  to  forget  to  explain.  Umra  Khan  is 
the  ruler  of  a  neighbouring  state  called  Jandol.  It's  only  a 
secondary  place,  and  he  got  rather  swelled  head  a  short 
while  ago.  So  he  was  dropped  a  trifle  then,  and  over  some 
debatable  land  rather  fell  between  the  devil  and  the  deep 
sea  as  represented  by  His  Highness  the  Amir  of  Afghanistan 
and  the  Indian  Government.  He's  rather  a  fine  fellow, 
only  naturally  we  don't  want  him  compHcating  matters. 
I  think  we've  not  heard  the  last  of  him  yet.  That's  where 
I  hate  Nizam's  weakness." 

E  49 
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Louis  smoking  lazily  and  with  an  expression  of  great 
content,  interrupted. 

"  It's  very  puzzling,"  he  remarked,  "  there  seem  to  be 
any  amount  of  people  knocking  about,  and  apparently 
they  are  all  dangerous.  How  in  Heaven's  name  do  you 
keep  'em  clear  in  your  mind  ?  " 

"  I  suppose  it  is  puzzhng.  I'm  not  good  at  explaining, 
but  you  wanted  to  be  put  up  to  date  with  my  afiairs." 

"  Naturally  .  .  .  and  suppose  you  try  to  give  us  a  sketch 
of  the  whole  thing.  You  were  in  charge  of  a  deputation 
to  Chitral.  Good.  Why  was  it  necessary  for  England 
to  interfere  at  all  ?  What  has  she  got  to  do  with  the 
place  ?  " 

Lewis  glanced  apologetically  first  at  Grizel,  then  at  his 
host. 

"  I  shall  weary  you  talking  about  my  own  work,"  he 
said,  "  please  don't  ask  me,  Louis." 

M.  Lavel's  courteous  protest  and  Louis's  "  Don't  be  an 
ass  !  "  gave  him  their  answers,  Grizel's  smile  hers.  Leaning 
a  little  forward  he  picked  a  twisted  bit  of  apple-wood  from 
the  hearth  and  began  to  draw  maps  in  the  air. 

"  Chitral  is  here — Kashmir  to  the  right,  over  there. 
Afghanistan  to  the  left — there.  Now  the  ChitraUs  are  an 
Aryan  people  and  hate  and  dread  the  Afghans,  and  in  1878 
Aman-ul-MuJk,  the  old  Mehtar  of  Chitral,  being  afraid  of 
aggression  by  the  Amir  of  Afghanistan,  placed  his  country 
under  the  nominal  suzerainty  of  the  Maharajah  of  Kashmir, 
Kashmir  being,  as  you  know,  one  of  the  tributary  states 
of  the  Indian  Empire.  Also  it  is  necessary  that  Chitral 
being  where  it  is,  geographically,  should  be  friendly  to  us. 
Have  I  made  myself  clear  on  Louis's  first  question  ?  " 

"  Quite,"  Grizel  said  in  answer  to  his  glance. 

"  But  admirably,"  came  from  M.  Lavel. 

"  Then  here  is  the  poUtical  situation  as  I  know  it. 
Aman-ul-Mulk,  the  late  ruler,  was  a  fine  old  statesman  to 
his  finger-tips.    When  he  died  two  and  a  half  years  ago, 
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he  left  two  sons  who  were  both  eligible  for  Mehtarship, 
Nizam,  the  present  beauty,  and  his  elder  brother,  Afzul. 
Afzul  was  on  the  spot  and  seized  the  throne  and  Nizam 
fled  to  us  at  Gilgit,  for  if  you  are  near  enough  the  throne  to 
be  a  menace,  you're  safer  out  of  the  way.  Afzul  had  reigned 
two  months  when  his  father's  brother,  Sher  Afzul,  who 
was  a  refugee  from  Chitral,  appeared  with  an  army  before 
the  capital,  and  Afzul,  rushing  out  of  his  house  to  see  what 
was  happening,  was  shot  dead.  So  Sher  Afzul  assumed 
the  throne.  Personally  I  think  we  were  all  glad  to  see 
him  there  because  whatever  his  faults  he  is  capable  and 
brave  ;  but  Nizam  was  under  our  care,  and  of  course  he'd 
got  to  be  thought  about,  and  when  he  said  he  wanted  to 
have  a  try  for  his  rightful  place  we  had  to  let  him  go.  Sher 
Afzul  hadn't  enough  support  to  hold  his  own  when  Nizam 
appeared,  so  off  he  went  to  Kabul  and  the  Amir,  leaving 
us  committed  to  Nizam ;  and  a  precious  bad  bargain  he 
is,  too  !  Even  according  to  Chitrali  ideas  he's  impossible. 
When  Afzul  was  alive  he  had  requested  that  a  British 
officer  might  be  sent  to  reside  permanently  in  Chitral, 
but  before  any  arrangements  could  be  made  he  was  killed, 
as  I've  just  told  you.  When  Nizam  came  to  the  throne  and 
then  came  back  to  Mastuj  he  didn't  feel  very  secure,  for 
he  asked  that  the  resident  political  officer  might  have  his 
headquarters  shifted  from  Mastuj  to  Chitral. 

"  It  was  settled  that  I  should  go — just  two  years  ago 
this  month,  so  I  was  ordered  up,  with  two  other  officers 
and  an  escort — fifty — of  the  15th  Sikhs.  We  had  good 
luck,  things  shaped  well.  Then  I  returned  to  India.  A 
few  months  later  the  Government  of  India  decided  that  it 
was  inexpedient  to  have  an  Assistant  British  Agent  per- 
manently at  Chitral,  so  the  others  were  ordered  to  Mastuj 
where  they  occupied  the  fort  prior  to  being  relieved. 
There's  the  state  of  affairs  as  briefly  as  I  can  give  it  to 
you."  ^1    ?|-1  '::'■ 

"  Are  there  any  other  potential  Mehtars  kicking  round  ?  " 
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Louis  enquired,  watching  the  blue  smoke  curling  upwards. 
"  It  seems  a  trifle  unsafe  to  be  of  the  blood  royal." 

"  Oh,  old  Aman-ul-Mulk  had  dozens  of  children — over 
sixty — but  there  are  very  few  of  importance,  by  his  wives. 
There  is  only  Amir-ul-Mulk,  Nizam's  half-brother  and  a 
httle  boy  Shuja-ul-Mulk,  who  are  legitimate,  and  they  are 
the  children  of  his  Pathan  wife.  Amir  is  half-witted,  or 
wholly  an  idiot,  and  Shuja  is  a  child.  There's  no  trouble 
in  that  direction — at  least  I  think  not.  It's  the  others 
we're  worrying  about,  Sher  Afzul  and  Umra  Khan.  That's 
where  the  trouble  will  come.  Have  I  made  the  position 
clear,  monjsieur  ?  " 

He  glanced  at  the  old  man  who  answered  at  once. 

"  But  perfectly.  Your  pardon  that  we  trouble  you  so 
much." 

"  It  is  a  pleasure  to  talk  of  one's  work,"  Lewis  replied, 
smiling  a  little,  as  he  realised  how  very  unusual  such  an 
opportunity  was,  "  one  is  apt  to  become  a  trifle  weari- 
some." 

"  Ennuyant  ?    Never  !    You  do  not  do  yourseK  jiistice." 

"  It  seems  strange  to  us  home  people  to  hear  you 
speak  so  famiharly  of  places  so  remote,"  Grizel  said, 
after  a  minute  or  two.  "  How  I  should  like  to  see  that 
country !  " 

"  You'd  Hke  to  travel  ?  " 

"  Yes.  Especially  more  in  the  East.  I  have  been  in 
Egypt  and  once  to  India  for  two  months,  I'd  love  to  go 
again." 

"  I've  been  trying  to  persuade  Henriette  to  come  back," 
he  said.  "  But  she  doesn't  like  the  frontier.  She  was  with 
me  in  Kashmir  when  Diane  was  eight,  you  know." 

"  Henriette  loves  civihsation  in  its  most  advanced  forms," 
M.  Lavel  said  gently. 

*'  She'd  like  the  hot  weather  in  the  Hills,"  Louis  sug- 
gested.   "  Shall  we  send  her  out  with  Grizel  this  winter  ?  " 

Lewis  glanced  up,  meeting  Grizel's  amused  eyes. 
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"  That  would  be  ideal,"  he  said.  "  Only  we  should  need 
you,  too,  old  fellow." 

"  I  have  done  too  much  wandering,"  Grizel  interposed. 
"  I  need  quiet  here  in  France  for  a  while.  Besides — there 
is  my  little  son.  ..." 

"  Shall  you  be  in  the  Hills  then,  next  summer  ?  "  Victor 
had  taken  so  slight  a  part  in  the  evening's  conversation  that 
his  question  was  even  a  trifle  startUng.  Lewis  shrugged 
his  shoulders  at  it. 

"  Heaven  knows  !    Perhaps  !  " 

"  Does  Henriette  agree  with  your  suggestion  that  she 
should  come  out  again  on  the  chance  of  being  with  you  ?  " 

There  was  some  surprise  on  every  face  at  the  tone  of  the 
question,  only  Lewis  seeming  not  to  notice  it. 

"  It's  hardly  even  a  suggestion,"  he  said.  "  Only  an 
idea.  I  should  like  to  show  her  something  more  of  the 
country." 

"  She's  not  strong  enough  for  your  strenuous  life,  is 
she  ?  " 

Again  the  half -veiled  sneer ;  Grizel  looked  across  at 
Victor's  pale  face  with  a  queer  little  thrill  of  anxiety. 

"  Oh,  you  don't  have  to  sleep  on  the  bare  ground  or  eat 
with  your  fingers  where  I'd  take  her,"  Lewis  retorted 
pleasantly.  "  Why  don't  you  come  out,  Victor  ?  There's 
the  sheerest  inspiration — beauty  untouched." 

"  Have  a  scrap  with  your  old  Sher  Afzul  and  take  Victor 
as  war  correspondent !  "  Louis  suggested,  laughing,  "  he'd 
write  the  country  up." 

"  I'm  not  a  journalist,"  Victor  answered  shortly,  and 
refused  to  talk  any  further. 

His  attitude  perplexed  Grizel  sorely ;  it  was  evident 
that  on  his  side,  at  least,  there  was  no  love  lost  between 
himself  and  Henriette's  husband  and  the  situation  seemed 
an  unhappy  one.  Opening  her  window  just  before  she  got 
into  bed,  Grizel  paused  to  look  out  into  the  quiet  night  and, 
as  she  did  so,  apprehension  crept  into  her  mind.    She  beat 
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the  thought  back  with  some  anger  at  her  disloyalty,  but  it 
had  existed  and  she  knew  in  her  heart  of  hearts  that  it 
would  refuse  to  be  wholly  stifled.  Pushing  aside  the 
curtain  she  leant  out  drawing  her  dressing-gown  closely 
about  her,  for  the  air  though  still  was  cold. 

It  was  a  perfect  autumn  night  and  almost  starless,  with 
the  faint  bite  of  coming  frost  in  the  air  and  no  moon. 
Beyond  the  scanty  circles  of  lampHght  the  scene  was 
wrapped  in  shadow,  only  in  one  of  the  houses  to  the  left 
two  windows  showed  yellow  panels  of  light.  It  was  late 
enough  for  the  adjoining  streets  to  be  deserted  and  only 
now  and  then  was  the  silence  broken  by  the  sound  of  a 
passing  cab,  the  horse's  hoofs  audible  for  a  long  distance 
in  the  stiUness.  Despite  the  chill  air  she  remained  a  while 
at  the  window ;  it  seemed  in  some  way  that  her  nerves 
were  jangled  and  the  darkness  soothed  them.  Pleased  as 
she  was  to  meet  Henriette  again,  the  quiet  weeks  of  her 
grandfather's  rare  companionship  had  been  too  precious 
for  her  not  to  regret  their  cessation.  Then,  too,  with 
Victor  an  element  of  unrest  had  invaded  the  house. 

The  striking  of  her  little  travelling  clock  roused  her  from 
thought,  and  she  went  to  bed  smihng  at  her  perplexities — 
were  they  not  chiefly  imaginary  after  all  ? 

When  the  next  morning  Grizel  descended  to  the  small 
living  room,  for  she  could  not  break  herself  of  the  English 
habit  of  breakfasting  downstairs,  she  found  Louis  awaiting 
her,  and  rather  to  her  surprise  Lewis  Clievedon. 

"  I  was  told  breakfast  was  ready  for  you  two,"  he  said, 
as  he  shook  hands,  "  so  I  ventured  to  come  down  also." 

"  Like  me,  then,  you  prefer  to  have  it  downstairs,"  Grizel 
said,  as  Margot  the  maid  brought  in  the  fragrant  coffee, 
"  I  hate  my  bedroom  except  to  sleep  in.  How  is  Henriette?" 

"  Sleepy,  but  already  planning  the  hundred  and  one 
things  she  wants  to  do,"  he  said,  smiling.  "  I  fancy  she 
intends  to  buy  up  Paris.  She  says  she  hasn't  any 
clothes." 
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"  That  has  been  Henriette's  cry  since  her  schooldays," 
Grizel  laughed  as  she  seated  herself  at  the  table.  "  Well, 
I  am  at  her  disposal." 

"  You  are  coming  to  the  chnique,  are  you  not,  Lewis  ?  " 
Louis  said,  turning  to  Clievedon,  "I've  some  interesting 
things  to  show  you." 

"  This  morning  :  I'll  join  Henriette  and  Lady  Thurston 
this  afternoon  if  I  may." 

He  glanced  at  Grizel,  who  nodded  smiHngly. 

"  Of  course  !  Has  Henriette  told  you  she  wants  to  go 
to  the  Marigny  ?  " 

"  Good  heavens  !  "  Louis  exclaimed.  "  D'you  know  the 
show  that  is  on  there  ?    She  can't." 

"  I  shouldn't  advise  it,"  Grizel  remarked,  a  demure  little 
smile  curUng  her  lips,  "  Louis  can  show  you  the  posters 
this  morning,  Mr.  CHevedon,  and  you  can  decide  if  you  will 
escort  us  there.  It's  going  to  be  a  glorious  day,"  she  added, 
"  these  mists  always  Uft.  But  it's  much  colder.  There  was 
quite  a  severe  frost  last  night." 

The  desultory  conversation  continued  a  Mttle  longer. 
Then  Louis  rose. 

"  If  you  don't  mind  starting  so  early,  we'll  go,"  he  said, 
and  in  a  minute  or  two  they  were  off,  turning  southward 
to  the  Boulevard  and  walking  quickly  through  the  crisp 
air. 


CHAPTER  VII 

Geizel  found  her  grandfatlier  a  trifle  weary  after  his  un- 
usually late  hours,  but  eager  to  continue  the  work  that 
last  night's  entertaining  had  temporarily  postponed,  and 
having  chatted  with  him  for  half  an  hour  or  so  she  went  in 
search  of  Henriette,  whom  she  found  in  the  hands  of  her 
maid  and  full  of  excited  interest  in  Ufe. 

She  flew  to  give  Grizel  a  tempestuous  embrace,  and  then 
stood  a  moment  by  the  window  to  look  where  the  clear, 
pale  blue  of  the  November  sky  was  dawning  through  the 
dissolving  mist. 

"  It's  going  to  be  gorgeous !  I'm  dying  to  get  out. 
Yvonne  !  Hurry,  for  pity's  sake.  Grizel,  can  you  give  me 
just  every  moment  of  to-day  ?  " 

Grizel  nodded. 

"  Yes,  your  husband  suggests  we  join  him  after  luncheon. 
Shall  we  lunch  by  ourselves  somewhere  ?  " 

"  We  will,  and  we'll  drive  to  the  Bois  and  get  the  seats 
for  to-night.  You  will  come  to  the  Marigny,  won't  you  ? 
Why  do  you  hesitate  ?  " 

"  Wait  till  you've  seen  the  posters,"  was  Grizel's  retort. 
"  I  don't  believe  you'll  care  about '  La  Vierge  Outragee.'  " 

"  Grizel !  "  Henriette  pounced  like  a  furious  kitten. 
"  How  can  you  !  " 

"  That's  just  it.  I  don't  think  I  can,"  Grizel  answered. 
"  That  is  the  title  of  the  piece,  anjTvay,  so  don't  blame  me, 
my  dear.  And  now  be  quick  or  we  shall  have  such  a  short 
morning." 

The  title  had  certainly  served  to  suppress  Henriette's 
desire  for  sensation  for  the  time  being,  and  she  did  not 
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refer  to  the  Marigny  Theatre  again  till,  as  they  passed  a 
street  comer,  Grizel  touched  her  arm,  glancing  significantly 
at  a  small  red-and-yellow  sketch  of  a  pair  of  slim  kicking 
legs  topped  by  a  skirt  of  minute  dimensions.  There  was 
no  more  "  to  "  it,  as  the  expressive  Americanism  has  it, 
and  the  owner  of  the  legs,  who  was  evidently  being  carried 
somewhere  against  her  will,  did  not  appear  in  the  picture. 

Henriette  Hfted  dark  brows,  shrugged,  then  laughed. 

"  Oh,  you  are  right !  "  she  said.  "  Quite  right !  '  La 
Vierge  '  is  not  for  me.    Oh,  Grizel,  what  an  adorable  day." 

They  were  crossing  the  Place  Carrousel,  and  just  by 
Gambetta's  statue,  so  amazingly  aUve  and  vital,  Henriette 
stopped  abruptly. 

"  It  is  so  beautiful,"  she  said,  "  so  clear  and  cold  and 
bright.  Even  the  best  days  in  England  lack  this  exhilara- 
tion. Look  at  the  winter  blue  above  the  Louvre  !  And  the 
gold  of  those  few  leaves.  It's  the  beauty — the  history — 
the  romance  of  France.  And  somehow,  oddly  enough, 
Paris  never  makes  me  feel  wicked,  even  though  it  excites 
me.    It  makes  me  want  to  be  good." 

The  carelessness  had  faded  from  her  face  and  something 
in  the  tone  of  the  last  three  words  made  Grizel  glance  at 
her  more  closely. 

"  Don't  sound  so  hopeless,  'petite,^'  she  said.  "  If  all 
consciences  were  as  Hght  as  yours  Paris  would  be  the  heaven 
I  sometimes  think  it." 

"  Oh  !  "  Henriette  wheeled  on  her  suddenly,  eyes  dark, 
face  pale.  "  You  don't  know,  Grizel !  You  don't  know  ! 
Sometimes — sometimes  I  wish  you  did  !  " 

The  passion  in  the  voice  startled  her  companion,  but 
this  was  neither  time  nor  place  for  such  matters.  She 
laid  a  hand  on  the  slim  little  velvet-covered  one  behind  her. 

"  Dear,  I  am  always  ready  to  help  you.  Don't  forget 
that.  But  let  us  go  on  now,  because  it  is  too  cold  to  stand, 
and  we  have  to  meet  Mr.  Clievedon  at  three,  you  know." 

"  You  go  back  to  England  soon,  don't  you  ?  "  Henriette 
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enquired.  "  Victor  tells  me  so.  Wliat  are  you  doing  to- 
morrow ?  " 

"  I  am  going  to  call  at  the  Convent  of  St.  Clotilde  to  make 
enquiries  for  a  friend  about  her  little  daughter,"  she  said, 
whereat  Henriette  uttered  a  little  cry. 

"  Our  own  dear  Sainte  Clotilde  !  Oh,  it  was  lovely  in 
those  days,  wasn't  it  ?    I  wish  they  were  back  again." 

"  Without  your  husband,  or  Diane  ?  " 

Henriette  nodded. 

"  Yes  !  I  could  wait.  I  .  .  .  I — oh,  why  did  you  men- 
tion it  ?  Let's  talk  about  something  else.  And  I  want  to 
go  to  Perrin's  and  get  some  gloves  first — and  Revillon's. 
Lewis  is  giving  me  some  new  furs.  Talk  about  cheerful 
things,  not  past  ones  !  " 

Grizel  did  her  best  through  the  busy  two  hours  that 
followed,  and  indeed  it  was  not  difiicult,  for  Henriette 
threw  ofi  her  unsettled  mood  directly  she  entered  the  shops, 
and  flitted  from  one  enchanting  spot  to  the  other  like  a 
butterfly. 

"  We'll  go  to  the  Opera.  It's  '  Otello,' "  she  announced 
suddenly,  as  they  passed  the  stately  building.  "  I've  a 
frock  that  will  look  adorable  on  those  stairs,  and  I  like 
*  Otello.'  It  excites  and  frightens  me.  An  enchanting  com- 
bination, Grizel,  enchanting.  How  many  seats  shall  I  take  ? 
Or  a  loge  ?  Louis  ?  No,  I  suppose  he  will  be  at  his  clinique, 
or  some  horrible  hospital  or  other.    Victor  ?  " 

She  paused  at  the  top  of  the  steps,  head  on  one  side, 
eyes  restlessly  glancing  from  Grizel's  face  to  the  busy 
traffic,  then  uttered  an  exclamation  and  darted  forward. 
Victor  was  just  coming  out  of  the  house. 

In  the  frosty  morning  sunshine  it  struck  Grizel  that  he 
was  very  pale  and  looked  worn,  but  now  as  Henriette  stood 
talking  eagerly  to  him  the  slight  haggardness  of  face  be- 
came less  apparent.  When  he  came  up  to  his  sister  two  or 
three  minutes  later  he  was  smiling,  and  Henriette  appeared 
radiant. 
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"  He  is  actually  coming  !  "  she  said.  "  I  have  torn  Mm 
from  Ms  terrible  writing.  And  lie  will  lunch  with  us,  will 
you  not,  Victor  ?  An  engagement  ?  Pst !  Let  it  go.  I 
want  to  hear  of  your  new  play.  You  are  writing  a  new  one, 
are  you  not  1  " 

He  gave  way,  telephoning  his  regrets  to  the  friend  he 
was  deserting,  and  the  three  lunched  at  Paillard's,  and 
Grizel  almost  persuaded  herself  that  last  night's  happening 
was  a  dream,  so  gay  was  Victor,  so  very  much  his  most 
brilliant  self. 

He  excused  Mmself  just  before  three,  and  after  putting 
them  into  a  cab,  went  off  to  his  appartement  in  the  rue  de 
PontMeu,  and  they  drove  through  the  brilliant  air  to  meet 
Lewis  at  the  corner  by  the  Admiralty  buildings. 

He  was  there  already,  Grizel  seeing  Mm  before  Henriette, 
who  seemed  lost  in  a  pleasant  little  reverie  of  her  own,  and 
he  was  deep  in  conversation  with  a  very  broad-shouldered 
Englishman  whose  immaculate  clothes  were  of  the  latest 
cut  and  whose  appearance  suggested  Savile  Row.  The 
sight  of  Mm  was  so  unexpected  that  Grizel  uttered  a  little 
sound  of  surprise,  thereby  recalling  Henriette' s  wandering 
attention. 

"  What  is  it  ?    What  has "  she  was  beginmng,  but  her 

question  remained  unanswered,  for  as  the  cab  pulled  up 
both  men  turned,  the  tall  Englishman  revealing  a  bronzed, 
handsome  face  with  close-clipped  moustache  and  the  un- 
mistakable stamp  of  the  East  about  him. 

At  sight  of  Grizel  he  started  forward,  lifting  Ms  hat  to 
show  hair  almost  totally  grey,  eyes  and  lips  alike  smiling. 

"  Lady  Thurston  !  You  !  Here  !  Good  Lord,  how  ex- 
traordinary !  I  didn't  dream  of  meeting  you  here,  even 
when  Lewis  said  he  was  staying  with  friends.  Lewis,  you 
blighter,  why  didn't  you  tell  me  I  was  to  meet  Lady 
Thurston  ?  " 

"  My  dear  man,  why  should  I  know  you  wanted  to  ? 
You  had  never  mentioned  her  to  me.    Lady  Thurston  is  my 


60  THE  EDGE  OF  EMPIRE 

hostess.  Henriette,  may  I  introduce  Colonel  Sir  Henry 
Dysart  ?    Dysart,  my  wife." 

Sir  Henry  bent  forward  to  speak  to  Henriette,  Lewis 
glanced  at  Grizel. 

"  I  had  no  idea  you  two  knew  each  other.  Dysart  is  one 
of  my  oldest  friends." 

"  And  one  of  mine  !  "  Grizel  retorted.  "  We've  not  met 
for  some  months.  ...  I  might  have  thought  that  you 
two  would  know  each  other,  considering  that  he  is  in 
military  command  at  Peshawar,  only  I've  not  had  much 
time  to  consider  anything  yet,  since  yesterday.  Henriette 
has  whirled  me  off  my  mental  feet !  " 

He  made  a  laughing  reply  just  as  Dysart  included  Grizel 
by  a  Httle  movement  in  his  answer  to  a  question  of 
Henriette's. 

"  No,  I  am  only  staying  here  a  day  or  two,  then  I'm  going 
on  to  some  friends  at  Biarritz  for  a  fortnight  before  I  join 
my  boat  at  Marseilles.  I  ran  into  your  husband  by  the 
Madeleine  ten  minutes  ago." 

"  When  did  you  arrive  ?  "  Grizel  asked  presently.  "  Why 
hadn't  you  written  me  ?  " 

He  drew  back  to  her  side  as  they  stood  all  together. 

"  I  didn't  expect  to  be  here  at  all,  but  a  scapegrace  young 
nephew  of  mine  at  the  Beaux  Arts  got  himself  into  a  bit  of 
a  mess,  so  I  thought  I'd  better  stop  and  disentangle  him 
before  going  South.  And,  as  a  mere  detail,  Lady  Thurston, 
you  hadn't  given  me  your  address.  I  was  just  on  my  way 
to  a  telephone  ofl&ce  to  look  up  M.  Lavel's." 

"  Here's  the  carriage,"  Henriette  interposed  as  the 
carriage  Lewis  had  hired  for  his  wife  came  to  a  stand- 
still beside  them.  "  You'll  come  with  us,  of  course.  Sir 
Henry,  as  you've  found  Grizel  without  having  to  hunt 
further.    Oh  !    Hot- water  cans  !    How  nice  !  " 

She  snuggled  down  amid  the  furs,  Grizel  beside  her.  Sir 
Henry  accepting,  got  in  and  Lewis  paused  a  moment  before 
following  suit. 
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"  Didn't  you  say  you  had  to  go  to  the  Gare  St.  Lazare 
after  tea  about  some  luggage  that  is  missing  ?  Then  shall 
we  go  to  the  Bois  or  out  for  a  longer  run  ?  Which  would 
you  prefer  ?  " 

"  It  mustn't  be  longer  than  the  Bois  for  me,"  Grizel  said 
regretfully.  "  1  must  go  home  before  going  to  the  Gare 
St.  Lazare.  If  you  intend  going  further  drop  me  at  the 
end  of  an  hour  and  I'll  cab  home." 

The  reply  was  a  signal  for  Henriette  to  stamp  and  Lewis 
to  give  the  order  and  get  in  while  his  wife's  indignation 
found  further  vent  in  words. 

"  As  if  we  would  !  Lewis,  did  you  ever  hear  anything  so 
idiotic !  Sir  Henry,  isn't  she  incorrigible  ?  We  were  at 
school  here  in  Paris  together,  Grizel  and  I,  and  she  was  just 
the  same  then.  Always  wanting  to  give  up  to  other  people 
and  take  the  tiresome  things  herself.  Such  an  aggravating 
habit !  " 

"  Was  she  ?  "  Dysart's  keen  eyes  narrowed  a  little  with 
much  gazing  through  tropical  sunUght,  glanced  at  Grizel, 
a  glance  that  spoke  volumes  to  his  friend,  but  he  did  not 
speak  and  Henriette  chattered  on. 

"  She'd  never  met  my  husband.  Wasn't  it  odd  ?  But 
we  are  staying  with  M.  Lavel  now.  How  long  have  you 
known  her  ?  " 

"  Five  years,"  the  elder  man  said  quietly,  and  Grizel, 
giving  Henriette  a  protesting  pat,  suggested  a  change  in 
the  conversation  and  spoke  to  Lewis. 

"  When  did  you  leave  Uncle  Louis  ?  " 

"  Just  after  lunch ;  I  had  a  most  interesting  morning. 
He's  wonderful.  I  wish  I  could  get  him  out  to  the  Frontier. 
What's  this  of  the  Opera  to-night  ?  Henriette  just 
mentioned  it  to  me." 

"  '  Otello.'  You  will  join  us,  won't  you  ?  Victor  took  a 
box.  I  beUeve." 

"  Yes — ^if  we  might  ask  Dysart  to  join  the  party.  But 
there  won't  be  room  if  Victor  comes.    I'd  better  get  stalls." 
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"  What's  that  ?  "  Attracted  by  the  mention  of  his  name 
Dysart  looked  round,  and  Lewis  repeated  his  remark,  it 
being  supplemented  by  Grizel's  quiet : 

"  Join  us  if  you  can." 

"  I'm  afraid  I  can't,"  he  said,  "  I've  promised  to  dine  at 
eight  with  this  yoimg  wretch  who  brought  me  here.  Look 
here,  why  not  come  to  supper  with  me  afterwards  ?  Please 
do  !  Mrs.  Chevedon,  add  your  persuasions  to  mine — Lady 
Thurston  looks  dubious." 

"  I  was  thinking  of  my  grandfather,"  Grizel  said,  hesi- 
tatingly ;  "  I've  left  him  to-day  so  much." 

"  Louis  will  be  in  all  this  evening,"  Lewis  assured  her. 
"  He  has  a  brochure  to  write  and  intends  to  be  at  home." 

"  Oh,  is  he  working  there  ?  Then  I  will  come  with  great 
pleasure.  Sir  Henry,  you  must  be  introduced  to  him. 
When  will  you  call  ?  " 

"  May  I  come  back  with  you  after  this  1  "  Dysart  en- 
quired. "  I  am  very  anxious  to  make  M.  Lavel's  acquaint- 
ance." 

She  assented,  and  the  conversation  veered  oS  to  more 
general  topics  as  the  carriage  ghded  swiftly  along  the 
Avenue  Bois  de  Boulogne.  Presently,  the  two  men  being 
for  the  moment  immersed  in  a  poUtical  matter  and  Henri- 
ette's  attention  being  all  for  the  gay  human  world  aroimd, 
Grizel  found  leisure  to  appreciate  the  glory  of  the  winter 
afternoon  from  the  unaccustomed  comfort  of  a  luxurious 
carriage — a  luxury  neither  she  nor  M.  Lavel  could  afEord. 

The  sun,  already  nearing  its  setting,  was  gilding  the 
trees  to  orange  and  scarlet,  and  the  sky,  in  the  east  a 
frosty  blue,  was  tinged  with  gold  in  the  west.  The  lake,  a 
sheet  of  pale  azure,  mirrored  the  crimson  and  flame  of  the 
trees  all  the  more  sharply  because  of  the  absolute  stillness 
in  the  air  which  was  growing  keener  as  the  day  advanced. 

Carriages  sped  along  the  broad  roads  at  varying  speeds, 
pedestrians  in  furs  and  the  short  smart  skirts  of  the  day 
walked  briskly  along  the  paths,  and  children,  muffled  in 
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warm  coats,  their  faces  aglow  with  the  cold  and  exercise, 
ran  and  played  in  and  out  of  the  trees,  their  bright  clothes 
making  them  look  like  darting  birds.  After  the  long 
penance  of  those  eight  years  Grizel  felt  excitement  rising 
within  her  at  the  Ufe  and  movement  around,  at  the  crisp 
clear  beauty  of  the  day  and  the  pleasant  company  in  which 
she  found  herself. 

The  past  with  its  dreary  days  and  petty  unceasing 
tyrannies  was  over,  from  henceforth  she  was  free  to  order 
her  life  as  she  chose.  Love  surrounded  her  instead  of 
criticism,  the  atmosphere  of  life  had  changed  and  a  little 
warm  glow  of  happiness  crept  to  her  heart  as  she  glanced  at 
Sir  Henry  Dysart.  His  friendship,  so  steady  and  loyal, 
had  been  her  chief  stay  during  those  last  miserable  years, 
and  it  was  good  to  see  him  again. 

He  was  talking  to  Henriette,  but  as  if  in  answer  to  her 
thought,  he  raised  his  head  and  their  eyes  met ;  instinc- 
tively she  smiled,  and  the  man's  eyes  lit  up  with  a  look 
unmistakable  to  see.  It  brought  the  colour  into  Grizel's 
face,  and  she  turned  her  head  away,  gazing  along  the  wide 
stretch  of  tree-bordered  road  ahead. 

She  had  guessed  for  the  past  year  that  Dysart  was  in 
love  with  her  ;  now  she  was  sure,  and  leaning  back  in  her 
corner  she  tried  to  realise  whether  she  was  glad  or  sorry. 
He  was  very  dear  to  her,  that  she  knew  without  a  moment's 
indecision,  but  whether  on  her  side  the  friendship  would 
ever  deepen  into  something  greater  was  unknown  to  her. 

So  it  came  about  that  she  was  a  little  remote  from  the 
things  around  her  this  wintry  afternoon,  a  little  detached 
in  manner,  and  the  one  member  of  the  party  who  observed 
the  detachment  was  Lewis.  He  had  heard  of  Grizel  Thurs- 
ton for  years,  and  more  than  once  been  curious  to  see  the 
woman  who  exerted  such  a  rare  influence  over  his  wife  ; 
Henriette's  enthusiasm  for  her  friend  was  so  unbounded 
that  he  had  often  wondered  what  sort  of  a  temperament 
could  attract  her  so  powerfully.    Now  he  was  satisfied,  his 
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chief  feeling  was  one  of  surprise,  and  he  realised  he  had  not 
given  Henriette  credit  for  such  penetration. 

Now,  after  that  one  glance,  Dysart  had  resumed  his  con- 
versation with  Henriette,  and  Lewis  watched  Grizel  with 
more  interest  than  he  knew.  To  him  there  was  something 
essentially  satisfying  about  her  face,  a  sense  perhaps  of 
rehabihty  and  reserve  of  strength,  a  something  that  ap- 
pealed to  him  even  more  than  her  beauty,  and  he  could 
picture  in  the  deep  blue  depths  of  her  eyes  a  wealth  of  ten- 
derness few  women  could  command.  Quite  irrelevant,  so 
it  seemed  to  him,  was  the  thought  of  Diane,  yet  it  came, 
mingHng  inextricably  with  his  musings  upon  the  character 
of  the  woman  opposite  to  him.  He  knew  without  question 
that  Grizel  would  understand  his  little  daughter,  and  the 
idea  of  asking  her  to  take  temporary  charge  of  the  child 
during  Henriette's  late  winter  sojourn  on  the  Riviera,  came 
into  his  mind.  Only  a  day  or  two  before  Henriette  had 
discussed  the  matter,  agreeing  with  him  for  once  in  the 
undesirabiUty  of  taking  the  child  to  smart  hotels  for  weeks 
on  end.  Now  the  solution  presented  itself,  if  Lady  Thurston 
would  consent.  He  determined  to  talk  to  his  wife  about 
the  possibiUty  of  the  idea  without  delay. 

The  carriage  had  left  the  Bois  before  he  had  reached  this 
decision,  and  threading  its  way  along  the  narrow  length  of 
the  rue  de  Passy,  took  the  short  cut  through  the  Trocadero 
Gardens  to  the  Place  de  I'Alma  and  along  the  Cours  la 
Reine  ;  then  quite  suddenly  he  became  aware  that  Grizel 
was  leaning  forward  laughing,  and  Henriette,  wearing  an 
expression  of  utter  bewilderment.  His  violent  start  seemed 
to  amuse  them  all,  and  he  apologised  hastily.  Henriette 
waved  a  hand. 

"  It  isn't  me.  It's  Grizel !  She's  asked  you  three  times 
if  you'll  give  her  her  bag.  It's  sUpped  on  the  floor  and  she 
can't  get  it." 

"  It  was  too  bad  to  disturb  you,"  Grizel  said  laughing,  as 
she  took  the  recovered  bag,  "  I  wouldn't  have  done  so,  but 


THE  EDGE  OP  EMPIRE  65 

I  wanted  my  handkerchief.  Here  we  are.  Henriette,  are 
you  going  on  chez  Madame  de  Choset  or  are  you  coming 
in  now  ?  " 

Henriette,  disentangling  herself  from  the  rugs,  gave  a 
little  shiver. 

"  Oh,  I'll  come  in.  It's  too  cold,  and  it's  getting  dusk. 
But  what  a  gorgeous  day.    Lewis  !    My  mufi  !  " 

Inside  the  house  Grizel  turned  to  Dysart. 

"  You'll  come  to  the  study,  will  you  not,  and  meet  my 
grandfather  ?  "  she  suggested,  and  he  followed  her  at 
once. 

They  found  M.  Lavel  resting  in  his  big  chair  and  talking 
to  the  one  visitor  who  was  at  all  times  admitted,  the  priest 
from  a  neighbouring  church,  who  was  an  old  friend  and 
likewise  his  confessor.  The  Pere  Duchesne,  white-haired 
like  M.  Lavel,  rose  from  his  seat  as  they  entered,  to  welcome 
Grizel,  who  had  been  a  favourite  of  his  since  her  earliest 
childhood,  bowed  to  Dysart  and  proceeded  to  take  his 
leave — a  gentle  old  man,  with  the  forehead  of  an  intellec- 
tual giant  and  the  eyes  of  a  saint.  As  he  left  M.  Lavel 
turned  to  his  guest. 

"  I  have  heard  much  of  you,"  he  said  extending  his 
beautiful  hand.  "  You  have  been  a  good  friend  to  my 
granddaughter.    I  thank  you." 

Sir  Henry  took  the  fingers,  that  had  written  such  magic 
for  the  world,  in  his,  bending  his  great  height  over  them. 

"  I  am  honoured  by  Lady  Thurston's  friendship,"  he 
said  gently.  "  It  has  been  a  desire  of  mine  for  very  long  to 
meet  her  grandfather." 

M.  Lavel  signed  to  a  chair  close  by. 

"  Will  you  not  stay  a  little  ?  "  he  said.  "  Grizel  fears  to 
ask  you  lest  I  should  be  too  tired  to  act  capably  as  host,  but 
I  have  rested  this  afternoon." 

Dysart  sat  down,  charmed  as  all  were  by  the  old  man's 
exquisite  courtesy,  and  when  a  few  minutes  later  they  were 
talking  with  obvious  pleasure  in  one  another's  society, 
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Grizel  excused  herself  and  departed  to  give  the  other  guests 
their  tea. 

Three-quarters  of  an  hour  later  when  Grizel  re-entered 
the  study  to  bid  Dysart  good-bye,  he  asked  permission  to 
accompany  her  to  the  Gare  St.  Lazare. 

"  I'm  going  to  walk,"  she  said  ;  "  I  love  walking  these 
frosty  nights.  If  that  doesn't  alarm  you  I  shall  be  very 
pleased  to  have  a  companion." 

"I  should  like  it  above  all  things,"  he  said,  and  they  set 
off  together  walking  briskly  through  the  cold  night  air. 

The  river,  reflecting  every  point  of  Ught  with  that  bril- 
liance that  frost  alone  seems  able  to  produce,  was  a  minia- 
ture repKca  of  the  sparkling  sky  above  it,  and  Grizel  felt 
anew  the  exhilaration  of  spirit  to  which  she  had  been  so 
long  a  stranger,  seizing  upon  her.  She  was  so  engrossed  in 
her  own  sense  of  physical  and  mental  well-being  that  she 
did  not  notice  her  companion's  silence  till  they  had  crossed 
the  Place  de  la  Concorde,  then,  as  they  paused  to  cross  by 
the  Madeleine,  he  took  her  arm. 

"  It  is  an  awkward  corner,"  he  said  as  if  in  excuse,  and 
just  because  such  an  excuse  was  unnecessary  and  unlike 
him,  Grizel's  caution  awoke. 

"  Did  we  settle  where  we  were  to  meet  to-night  ?  "  she 
asked.  "  I  have  a  vague  idea  we  did  not  complete  arrange- 
ments." 

"  Your  idea  is  correct,"  he  said.  "  Shall  it  be  Voisin's  ? 
Or  will  that  be  too  quiet  ?  I  fancy  Mrs.  Clievedon  might 
find  it  so.  Perhaps  the  Cafe  Anglais  to-night,  and  lunch 
to-morrow  at  Voisin's  for  you  and  me.  Is  that  presump- 
tion ?  " 

He  spoke  very  quietly,  but  his  fingers  tightened  on  her 
arm  and  Grizel  found  herself  confronted  by  a  situation  in 
which  her  own  course  of  action  was  not  clear  to  herself. 
But  it  was  characteristic  of  her  that  she  did  not  evade 
what  must  either  come  now  or  on  the  morrow. 

"  It  is  not  presumption.     It  shall  be  as  you  suggest 
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to-night,  and  to-morrow  it  shall  be  chez  Voisin  for  you  and 
me.    How  long  do  you  stay  in  Paris  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know.    It  depends  on  you." 

Her  pulses  quickened  a  little  but  she  spoke  quietly. 

"  On  me  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  he  dropped  his  voice,  speaking  low  and  for  him 
haltingly.  "  I  am  due  at  Biarritz  on  Saturday,  but  I  am 
not  sure  I  want  to  go.  Grizel — do  you  want  me  to  go  ?  Or 
will  you  ask  me  to  stay  on  here  ?  I — ^I  had  not  meant  to 
speak  so  to  you — yet,  but  our  unexpected  meeting  shook 
my  resolve.  Grizel  dear  .  .  .  I  .  .  .  will  you  honour  me 
by  becoming  my  wife  ?  I  ...  I  think  you  know  how 
deeply  I  love  you." 

It  had  come  then.  She  hardly  knew  whether  to  be  glad 
or  sorry.  Just  because  her  own  feelings  were  confused  a 
little  she  hesitated  before  replying,  and  Dysart  spoke  again 
more  eagerly. 

"  Grizel  ...  if  I've  been  clumsy,  forgive  me.  I  .  .  . 
you  mean  so  much  to  me  that  I  do  not  find  words  easy. 
.  .  .  Could  .  .  .  could  you  ...  do  you  care  at  all  for 
me?" 

As  utterly  remote  as  if  they  were  in  a  desert  instead  of 
the  rue  Tronchet  at  six  in  the  evening  when  the  street  is 
thronged,  they  walked  northward,  each  absorbed  in  the 
other. 

Feeling  as  it  were  for  her  words,  Grizel  spoke  at  last. 

"  I  ...  do  not  know.  I  care  for  you  very  deeply,  you 
have  been  my  dearest  friend  .  .  .  but  I  do  not  know  if  I 
love  you  or  not.  I  ...  I  ought  to  know,  it  is  unfair  to 
tell  you  so  much  and  so  little.  And  yet,  beheve  me,  I  am 
speaking  the  truth  as  I  know  it.  Give  me  time,  Henry, 
time  to  readjust  things  in  my  life.  It  is  what  I  need  before 
I  can  answer  you  more  truly.  Will  you  do  this  ?  Am 
I  asking  too  much  ?  " 

He  pressed  her  arm  a  little  closer  against  his  side,  his 
fingers  still  gripped  tightly  around  it. 
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"  You  do  not  forbid  me  to  ask  you  again  ?  "  he  said  un- 
steadily.   "  You  think  there  is  some  hope  ?  " 

And  touched  by  the  note  of  emotion  so  strange  to  hear 
in  his  voice,  she  answered  very  low  : 

"  I  do  not  forbid  you.    I  think  there  is — some  hope." 

Neither  of  them  spoke  again  till  they  were  inside  the 
Gare  St.  Lazare,  and  then  it  was  Dysart,  in  his  normal 
manner. 

"  Just  in  time.  Here  comes  the  train.  I'll  see  you  get 
the  baggage  and  put  you  in  a  cab." 

Much  as  she  longed  for  a  quiet  few  minutes  to  herself  on 
her  return  home,  Grizel  nevertheless  found  it  impossible, 
for  even  while  she  was  dressing  Henriette  invaded  her  room 
at  intervals,  and  it  was  not  till  home  had  been  left  behind 
and  they  were  in  their  loge  at  the  Opera  that  she  had  time 
to  think  over  what  had  passed. 

The  house  was  full.  It  was  the  occasion  of  a  new  singer's 
debut,  and  Victor  amused  Henriette  by  showing  her  the 
many  celebrities  present,  and  after  the  first  act,  while  she 
was  discussing  the  audience  which  obviously  attracted  her 
more  than  the  Opera,  Lewis  spoke  to  Grizel. 

"  You  look  tired,"  he  said.  "  Let  me  get  you  a  footstool. 
There,  that's  better.  You've  had  a  very  busy  day,  I  fear." 

She  turned  to  him  with  a  little  start.  She  was  so  un- 
accustomed to  being  cared  for  in  the  small  ways  that  most 
women  accept  and  hardly  notice  that  the  sensation  was 
agreeably  novel. 

"  I  am  a  little  tired,"  she  admitted.  "  Perhaps  it  was 
foohsh  of  me  to  have  walked  to  St.  Lazare  after  tea,  but 
the  night  is  so  frosty  that  walking  is  a  joy.  I  love  walking 
at  night." 

"  Do  you  ?  So  do  I.  But  I  am  afraid  Henriette  was 
the  culprit.  Shopping  is  a  tiring  thing,  isn't  it  ?  You  must 
use  the  carriage  to-morrow." 

"  I  have  to  go  to  my  old  school  to-morrow,"  Grizel  re- 
joined, and  they  chatted  till  the  curtain  rose.    Then  for  the 
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remainder  of  the  evening  they  spoke  very  little  to  one 
another,  the  conversation  at  supper  being  general  and 
wholly  impersonal,  but  all  the  while  Grizel  had  the  impres- 
sion of  being  looked  after,  an  impression  that  was  agreeably 
novel  to  her. 

The  following  afternoon,  when  they  were  having  tea 
Victor  came  into  the  room,  greeted  them  both  and  asked 
for  tea. 

"  I  wondered  if  you'd  care  to  see  a  general  rehearsal  at 
the  Vaudeville  to-morrow?"  he  said,  seating  himself  by 
Henriette.  "  M.  Porel  is  producing  M.  Bataille's  latest 
play,  as  you  may  have  seen.  If  you've  never  been  to  one 
of  these  performances  it  might  interest  you." 

Anything  novel  dehghted  Henriette  and  she  accepted 
eagerly,  going  on  to  a  personal  enquiry. 

"  When  and  where,  Victor,  is  your  next  play  to  be  pro- 
duced ?  "  she  asked.   "  You  are  writing  now,  are  you  not  ?  " 

"  Yes.  Perhaps  at  the  Renaissance  in  the  spring. 
Nothing  is  settled  yet." 

"  When  do  you  work  usually  ?    At  night  ?  " 

"  Night  and  morning.  I  generally  work  for  an  hour  or 
two  after  breakfast." 

"  Not  to-day  ?  Or  yesterday  ?  "  Henriette  suggested, 
and  Victor  laughed  and  agreed,  then  told  her  the  time  of 
the  rehearsal,  arranged  to  fetch  her  and  departed. 


CHAPTER  VIII 

The  next  day  Victor  called  for  Henriette  about  three 
o'clock,  hurried  her  off,  and  when  they  had  departed  Grizel, 
who  had  arranged  to  go  out  to  the  convent,  went  to  sit 
with  her  grandfather  for  a  little  and  found  Clievedon  there, 
in  the  big  chair  opposite  M.  Lavel's.  At  sight  of  him  she 
hesitated  but  M.  Lavel  held  out  his  hand. 

"  Come,  Grizel.  I  am  questioning  more  about  India  and 
the  North.  Lewis's  answers  are  like  a  breath  of  fresh  air  to 
me. 

Grizel  closed  the  door,  slipped  the  fur  back  from  her 
shoulders  and  stood  for  a  moment  by  her  grandfather's  side. 

"  I  merely  looked  in,"  she  explained.  "  It  is  not  possible 
to  stay  for  I  am  going  to  St.  Clo tilde  this  afternoon." 

"  I  wonder  if  I  might  come  with  you  ?  "  Lewis  asked  a 
trifle  eagerly,  and  Grizel  glanced  at  him  and  smiled. 

"  Why,  of  course  !  It  will  be  charming  to  have  company. 
I  hear  you  too  are  going  to  drive  up  to  Passy  to  call  upon 
Madame  Jacques  ?  " 

The  last  words  were  addressed  to  M.  Lavel. 

"  Yes,"  the  old  man  replied,  "  Louis  gives  me  permission 
as  the  sun  is  out  and  the  east  wind  non-existent.  These 
children  of  mine  are  tyrants,  Lewis." 

Lewis  had  already  placed  his  car  at  his  host's  disposal, 
Henriette  preferring  to  leave  Victor  to  make  arrangements 
for  her,  and  now  in  a  short  while  M.  Louis  came  in  and 
Grizel  quitted  the  study  followed  by  Lewis. 

"  Shall  we  walk  or  take  a  cab  ?  "  the  latter  enquired  as 
they  stood  on  the  threshold,  and  Grizel  answered  unhesitat- 
ingly : 

70 
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"Walk.    At  least  for  a  little."    So  they  set  forth. 

The  day  was  perfect  in  its  wintry  splendour,  the  sky 
cloudless,  the  air  vivifying  as  wine,  and  for  the  first  part 
of  the  way  they  talked  little,  each  too  intent  on  the  beauty 
of  their  surroundings  for  conversation  ;  then,  when  time 
forced  them  to  take  a  taxi,  they  chatted  idly  of  the  things 
of  the  moment. 

Grizel's  visit  to  the  Convent  lasted  about  half  an  hour, 
and  when  she  emerged,  Lewis  had  made  up  his  mind. 

"  Can't  we  get  back  through  the  Bois  ?  "  he  suggested, 
"  I  want  to  talk  to  you  about  something." 

"We  can.   It's  a  long  way,  but  it  is  lovely.  What  is  it?" 

Lewis  was  silent  a  moment ;  he  experienced  a  little 
difficulty  in  beginning,  then,  meeting  Grizel's  eyes,  spoke 
abruptly. 

"  It  is  about  Diane.    I  want  to  ask  you  a  great  favour." 

"  Your  daughter  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

Again  he  was  silent ;  it  was  not  easy  to  explain  without 
tacitly  blaming  Henriette. 

"  I  go  back  to  India  as  you  may  know,  in  February,"  he 
said.  "  If  Henriette  had  consented  to  accompany  me,  the 
child  could  have  come  too,  for  the  climate  is  gorgeous  where 
I  am.  But  she — Henriette,  I  mean — dreads  the  life,  and, 
of  course,  it's  quite  understandable.  It  would  be  dull  for 
her  often,  for  I  might  be  sent  ofE  to  any  God-fqrsaken  hole 
for  weeks  at  a  time.  She  goes  to  San  Remo  to  visit  her 
relatives  when  I  leave  England,  and  from  there  on  to 
Naples.  I  don't  want  Diane  dragged  about  a  series  of 
smart  hotels — it's  not  good  for  her  and  she  worries  Henriette. 
I " 

He  paused,  struck  a  pebble  out  of  the  way  with  his  stick 
and  glanced  at  his  companion. 

"  I  want  Diane  kept  a  child,"  he  said  rather  shyly,  "  not 
turned  into  a  precocious  little  woman.  Lady  Thurston 
— I  wondered — I " 
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To  Grizel  there  was  something  attractive  in  his  hesita- 
tion ;  that  something  prompted  her  to  take  matters  into 
her  own  hands. 

"  Did  you  want  me  to  take  charge  of  her  at  my  home  ?  " 
she  asked. 

At  her  frank  question  he  uttered  a  little  soimd  of  relief. 

"  Yes.  I  want  to  ask  you  if  you  would  have  her  at 
Altonbury  under  your  special  care.  I  know  it's  rather 
calm  of  me  to  propose  such  a  thing,  but  you  are  fond  of 
Henriette — you  are  just  the  one  person  in  the  world  I 
should  like  to  have  charge  of  my  little  daughter." 

His  shyness  dropped  from  him  suddenly  and  he  gave 
her  a  long  direct  look  wondering  a  little  if  he  had  spoken 
too  frankly,  yet  unable  to  qualify  a  statement  that  came 
from  his  heart,  finding  himself  disturbed  by  an  emotion  he 
did  not  understand. 

Grizel  did  not  disappoint  him,  instead  her  eyes  grew 
luminous  and  the  faint  lovely  colour  deepened  in  her 
cheeks. 

"  That  is  a  very  charming  thing  to  say,"  she  said  very 
softly.    "  You  overwhelm  me  a  little." 

She  looked  away  from  him  across  the  lake  to  the  fast- 
thinning  foliage  of  the  opposite  bank  and,  watching  her,  he 
felt  an  odd  httle  ache  in  his  heart,  a  certain  queer  sense  of 
a  loneliness  in  his  life  that  had  never  before  troubled  him. 

Presently  she  spoke  again. 

"  What  will  Henriette  say  to  this  suggestion  of  yours  ?  '* 

"  Henriette  agrees  with  it.  I  spoke  of  it  last  night  to 
her." 

Grizel  nodded,  and  they  walked  for  a  while  in  silence, 
then  she  asked  another  question. 

"  Would  you  wish  Diane  to  go  with  Kiki  to  school  ?  " 

"  Yes.  If  you  could  watch  over  her  the  while.  I  am 
a  fidget  over  the  child,  Lady  Thurston,  I  frankly  admit, 
but  she  is  highly  strung  and  takes  life  hard  .  .  .  she  needs 
a  placid  routine  .  .  .  and  she  needs — love." 
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"  Diane  would  certainly  have  a  quiet  and  childish  life 
at  Altonbury.  I  agree  with  you  that  if  she  is  a  highly- 
strung  child  a  series  of  foreign  hotels  would  be  very  in- 
jurious. Suppose  I  talk  to  Henriette  to-night.  You  say 
she  agrees  1  " 

"  Not  only  that.  She  was  enthusiastic,"  he  rejoined. 
"  Whatever  you  decided  to  do,  Lady  Thurston,  would  be 
right  in  her  eyes.    You  have  a  very  loyal  friend  in  her." 

She  made  some  quiet  rejoinder  and  their  arrival  at 
home  brought  their  brief  tete-a-tete  to  an  end. 

On  enquiry,  Grizel  found  that  Victor  had  escorted 
Henriette  home  a  short  while  before  but  had  not  stayed, 
and  after  a  hurried  cup  of  tea  she  went  to  the  study  to 
read  to  M.  Lavel. 

She  found  the  old  man  a  trifle  weary  after  his  unwonted 
exertions,  but  otherwise  none  the  worse,  and  indeed  much 
cheered  mentally  by  his  outing.  It  seemed  from  M.  Louis 
that  the  reception  had  been  arranged  very  chiefly  in  his 
honour  and  he  had  enjoyed  the  afternoon's  feting  with 
the  zest  of  a  boy.  Madame  Jacques  was  the  friend  of  half 
a  century  and  at  her  appartement  one  met  the  most 
interesting  men  and  women  in  Paris — and  beyond.  She 
had  surpassed  herseK  that  afternoon,  and  the  guests  were 
the  very  people  M.  Lavel  had  always  been  charmed  to 
meet.  He  had  even  consented  to  sing,  Louis  said,  just  a 
little  Russian  folk-song  in  a  voice  faded  with  age  but  still 
exquisite  in  its  artistry,  and  certainly  the  whole  thing  had 
been  a  success.  It  was  Grizel' s  custom  to  read  aloud  to 
M.  Lavel  for  an  hour  between  tea  and  dinner,  after  which 
he  rested,  and  now  as  she  turned  the  pages  of  one  of  her 
grandfather's  favourite  books,  she  felt  the  calming  influence 
of  his  presence  and  the  room  that  was  so  pecuharly  his. 

The  following  day  was  the  last  but  one  of  their  visit, 
and  Grizel  was  occupied  chiefly  with  Henriette,  who  spoke 
of  the  half-formed  plan  eagerly. 

"  Lewis  has  spoken  to  you  about  Diane,  hasn't  he?  " 
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Grizel  nodded.  "  He  said  something  about  it,"  she 
admitted.  "  But  we  came  to  no  actual  decision  and  he  has 
said  nothing  since.  I  suppose  he  considered  you  would 
make  the  final  arrangements  if  you  wish  Diane  to  come." 

"  Of  ccoTse  I  do  !  "  Henriette  exclaimed.  "  She's  quite 
beyond  me,  anyhow !  I  don't  understand  children,  and 
you're  a  oorn  mother,  Grizel.  Sit  down  and  talk  to  me  and 
we'll  plan  things  out." 

The  "  talk  "  resulted  successfully.  It  was  arranged  that 
as  she,  Grizel,  was  travelling  to  England  on  the  morrow, 
she  should  break  her  journey  in  London  and  make  Diane's 
acquaintance.  Then,  when  Lewis  left  for  India  and 
Henriette  for  the  south  of  France,  the  child  could  be  given 
into  Grizel's  charge,  and  that  being  finally  settled,  Grizel 
said  good  night  and  sought  her  own  room.  Hardly  had  she 
entered  it,  however,  before  there  came  a  summons  from 
M.  Lavel,  and  hiirrying  to  him  she  found  him  prostrated 
by  one  of  the  heart  attacks  that  of  late  had  occurred  with 
alarming  frequency. 

For  the  moment  she  thought  of  telephoning  for  the 
doctor,  but  as  the  customary  remedies  took  effect  and 
fatigue  born  of  pain  brought  drowsiness,  she  did  not  do  so. 
The  attack  passed  oS  quickly ;  there  was  no  fear  of  its 
immediate  return,  and  when  by  the  gentle  regularity  of 
his  breathing  she  realised  her  grandfather  had  fallen 
asleep,  she  quitted  the  room  noiselessly  and  made  her  way 
downstairs  to  wait  for  Louis  who  was  dining  with  a  medical 
friend  and  would  return  late. 

Lewis  Clievedon  too  was  out,  having  accepted  a  bachelor 
invitation  of  Dysart's,  and  was  not  expected  till  the  small 
hours  ;  the  rest  of  the  household  was  in  bed,  and  Grizel,  a 
little  wearied  by  the  anxiety  of  the  last  hour,  switched  ofi 
the  lights  in  the  Kttle  salon  that  led  off  the  hall  and,  soothed 
by  the  firelit  silence,  fell  asleep. 

Something  roused  her  an  hour  later,  just  as  the  little 
gilt  clock  struck  a  soft  twelve,  and  she  started  up,  wide 
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awake,  fearing  lest  her  grandfather  had  called.  All  was 
peaceful,  however,  and  she  was  just  about  to  lean  back  in 
a  corner  of  the  divan,  wakeful  but  rested,  when  the  sound 
of  a  door  gently  closed,  then  voices,  came  to  her  ear  from 
beyond  the  heavy  velvet  curtains  that  screened  the  tiny 
room  from  the  hall. 

For  a  moment  she  thought  M.  Louis  must  have  returned 
during  her  slumber  and,  rising,  she  was  about  to  speak 
when  Victor's  voice,  low  and  distinct,  came  to  her  ear  and 
she  drew  back  startled  and  perplexed,  for  Victor  had  not 
been  to  the  house  that  evening. 

He  was  on  the  upper  landing  from  which  led  the  dining- 
room,  M.  Lavel's  study  and  the  larger  salon,  and  she  could 
not  hear  what  he  said,  but  almost  immediately  came  another 
voice — ^Henriette's — and  Grizel's  whole  figure  stiffened,  for 
the  words,  hushed  though  they  were,  came  distinctly  to 
her  ears. 

"  Victor  !  Lewis  may  come  back  at  any  moment.  Yes, 
yes,  you  may  come  to  Sloane  Street  next  Tuesday  at  four 
Kiss  me  and  go — quickly." 

There  was  a  moment's  silence  and  in  the  midnight  quiet 
of  the  house  came  the  sound  of  a  gasping  breath  followed 
by  a  murmiir  from  Victor,  and  a  stifled  : 

"  Let  me  go  !  "  from  Henriette.  Then  he  came  silently 
down  the  stairs,  passed  the  curtained  alcove,  and  as  silently 
let  himself  out  of  the  house,  leaving  Grizel  standing  motion- 
less by  the  dying  fire. 


CHAPTEK  IX 

Not  till  Victor's  footsteps  had  quite  died  away  on  the 
frosty  air  did  Grizel's  tense  muscles  relax,  then  when  all 
was  quiet  once  more  she  moved  slowly  back  to  the  sofa 
whereon  she  had  been  sitting  and  sank  down  upon  it 
staring  in  front  of  her. 

Just  for  the  present  her  mind  refused  to  grasp  the  full 
meaning  of  what  she  had  so  unwittingly  overheard,  even 
though  her  lips  repeated  the  name  of  her  friend  over  and 
over  again.    Henriette  and  Victor — Henriette  and  Victor — 

the  thing  was  unthinkable  and  yet,  and  yet A  little 

shudder  ran  through  her  and  she  passed  her  hand  across 
her  brow  striving  to  realise  the  truth. 

Over  an  hour  before  she  had  quitted  Henriette's  room 
leaving  her  nearly  ready  for  bed,  a  little  figure  in  a  dainty 
wrap  of  yellow  brocade,  her  hair  tumbling  in  a  mass  of 
curly  darkness  round  her  shoulders,  since  then  Victor  had 
come  secretly  to  the  house — why  ?  Again  the  shudder  ran 
through  her.  Surely,  surely  the  meeting  had  been  but  an 
accident,  the  parting  indiscreetly  intimate  ?  She  tried  to 
cheat  herself  over  and  over  again,  but  each  time  the  con- 
viction of  the  truth  grew  stronger,  for  common  sense  told 
her  that  what  she  wished  to  believe  was  impossible.  Then, 
too,  came  the  memory  of  the  little  happenings  that  had 
from  time  to  time  puzzled  her ;  Victor's  odd  behaviour 
on  the  night  of  the  Clievedons'  arrival,  his  constant 
attendance  on  Henriette — Henriette's  own  strange  words 
to  her  that  first  evening. 

She  tried  to  plan  out  what  to  do,  but  her  brain  seemed 
incapable  of  consecutive  thought ;    only  one  thing  stood 
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out  in  her  mind,  hideous,  insistent — ^the  guilt  of  her  brother 
and  the  woman  she  so  deeply  loved,  and  beside  it  all  else 
sank  into  insignificance.  Grizel  was  not  a  woman  easily 
moved  to  tears,  but  now  after  a  while  they  rose  to  her  eyes 
and  ached  in  her  throat.  Henriette  !  Little  Henriette  ! 
The  friend  of  her  girlhood,  so  fragile  and  childish  and  lovable 
...  it  was  shameful  ...  it  was  pitiful !  If  it  was  true. 
Even  now  it  was  grief  more  than  anger  that  she  felt ; 
grief  mingled  with  a  wild  desire  to  rush  upstairs  and  draw 
Henriette  into  her  arms,  sheltering  her  from  all  that  to 
which  her  sin  must  inevitably  lead. 

A  cab  stopping  without  warned  her  that  either  Clievedon 
or  her  uncle  was  returning,  and  hastily  drying  her  eyes  she 
switched  up  a  light,  glanced  in  a  mirror  to  see  the  traces 
of  her  tears  were  not  too  obvious,  and  waited  for  the  front 
door  to  open. 

As  she  thought,  it  was  Clievedon,  and  as  it  happened,  in 
Louis's  company,  and  summoning  all  her  self-control,  she 
went  to  meet  them,  speaking  at  once  to  her  uncle  of 
M.  Lavel's  attack.  The  news  made  Louis  look  grave,  and 
he  went  off  to  visit  his  father's  room,  leaving  Lewis  alone 
with  Grizel. 

She  hoped  the  latter  would  follow  Louis's  example  and 
go  upstairs,  but  he  did  not  seem  inclined  to  do  so  ;  instead 
he  lit  a  cigarette,  glanced  once  or  twice  around  the  room 
in  an  aimless  fashion,  then  spoke  abruptly. 

"  Lady  Thurston — you  are  looking  very  knocked  out." 

The  remark  was  unexpected  and  Grizel  who  had  been 
looking  in  the  fire  wondering  if  she  should  go  up  to 
her  room  or  if  she  ought  to  wait  for  Louis's  report  on 
M.  Lavel,  started  violently  and  met  his  eyes  studying 
her  with  disconcerting  intentness.  Lewis  hazarded  a 
question. 

"  Has  M.  Lavel's  attack  been  of  a  grave  nature  ?  " 

"  Not — not  more  than  usual "  Grizel  spoke  hurriedly, 

clutching  at  a  straw  to  turn  his  attention  from  herself. 
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"  But  of  course  he  is  an  old  man,  and  they  are  always 
alarming." 

She  tried  to  find  something  else  to  say  but  it  was  useless, 
her  brain  refused  to  work,  and  turning  away  she  made  for 
the  stairs  heedless  as  to  what  he  might  think,  her  one  desire 
being  to  escape  any  conversation  with  him  just  now.  Once 
in  her  room  she  did  not  go  to  bed  but  paced  restlessly  up 
and  down  till  Louis  came  to  reassure  her  that  the  attack 
had  passed  off,  and  that  for  the  time  being  all  danger  was 
at  an  end. 

At  sight  of  her  pale  disturbed  look,  he  paused  before 
departing. 

"  You  look  very  white.  Has  anything  disturbed  you 
other  than  this  ?  "  he  asked,  and  panic  seized  her,  for  her 
distress  must  then  be  obvious  since  he  was  the  second  who 
had  commented  upon  it.  Whatever  happened  she  must 
not  speak  of  what  she  knew  until  she  had  thought  matters 
over  and  decided  wherein  her  duty  lay ;  so  she  forced  a 
smile  and  shook  her  head. 

"  Dear  Uncle  Louis,  what  should  have  happened  ?  I  am 
tired  and  it  is  so  late.  My  head  aches  a  little,  perhaps  that 
is  it." 

Her  answer  did  not  seem  quite  to  satisfy  Louis,  however, 
and  he  stood  searching  her  face  with  his  keen  eyes  till 
suddenly  the  tension  of  her  nerves  gave  way,  snapping  in 
unwonted  irritability. 

"  Oh,  Uncle  Louis,  don't  stare  at  me  like  that !  I've 
just  told  you  I  am  tired  !    Don't  you  believe  me  1  " 

She  was  ashamed  of  her  iU-temper  on  the  instant,  but 
Louis  did  not  seem  in  the  least  perturbed  by  it.  He  obeyed 
her  wishes,  however,  in  so  far  that  he  departed,  and  Grizel, 
suddenly  aware  of  her  longing  for  rest,  threw  off  her 
clothes,  made  the  speediest  possible  toilet  and  hurried 
into  bed.  She  had  hardly  switched  off  the  hght,  leaving 
only  her  bedside  candle,  before  there  was  a  tap  at  her  door 
and  Louis  entered  bearing  a  tumbler. 
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"  Just  drink  this,"  he  said.  "  It  is  only  bromide,  but 
you  need  a  good  night's  sleep  and  you  will  not  get  it 
as  you  are.  Something  has  jangled  your  nerves  into 
fiddlesticks.  No  !  Do  not  talk.  Shut  your  eyes  and  lie 
stiU." 

He  only  waited  till  she  had  obeyed  him,  then  extinguished 
the  candle  and  went  out  leaving  his  niece  grateful  but 
unbeheving ;  she  felt  as  though  she  would  never  sleep 
again  and  great  was  her  surprise  a  few  minutes  later  to 
feel  drowsiness  creeping  over  her  brain  and  a  delicious  sense 
of  peace  soothing  every  nerve.  Henriette,  Lewis  CUevedon, 
Victor,  all  faded  to  the  background  of  consciousness  and 
before  a  quarter  of  an  hour  had  passed  she  was  sound 
asleep. 

No  such  profound  rest  came  to  Lewis ;  somehow  he 
was  ill-at-ease.  After  enquiring  after  M.  Lavel  of  Louis,  he 
sought  his  dressing-room  to  find  the  door  between  that 
and  the  bedroom  locked  and  a  tiny  scrawled  paper  on  the 
writing-table. 

"  Please  sleep  in  there  to-night.    I  am  so  tired. 

Henriette." 

He  screwed  up  the  paper  and  tossed  it  away,  rather 
relieved  than  otherwise,  for  he  hated  disturbing  his  wife 
so  late. 

The  next  morning  Grizel  was  astir  early,  and  though 
miserably  unhappy  had  little  time  to  brood,  for  they  had 
an  early  start. 

She  knew  she  must  go  upstairs  to  see  if  she  could  assist 
Henriette,  but  she  put  it  off  as  long  as  she  could.  When 
it  was  no  longer  possible  she  hurried  up,  knocked  at 
Henriette's  door  and  felt  oddly  dismayed  by  a  gay  : 

Entrez  I"  in  Henriette's  most  care-free  tone .  Henriette 
herself  was  being  hooked  into  her  gown  and  waved  a  cheer- 
ful hand  by  way  of  greeting. 
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"  I'm  late,  I  know  !  Lewis  will  be  shouting  in  a  minute 
and  I'm  not  nearly  ready.  It's  so  cold !  I  couldn't  get 
up  early." 

The  short  jerky  sentences,  the  laugh  in  the  big  dark 
eyes,  the  childish  mischief  of  the  vivid  little  face  were  so 
typical,  so  exactly  what  Grizel  had  always  known,  that 
for  the  moment  a  great  reUef  came  to  her.  It  could  not  be 
true,  this  hateful  suspicion ;  no  one  could  be  so  serene,  so 
impudently  gay  and  bear  in  their  breast  so  shamefiil  a 
secret.  Heady  to  despise  herself  for  her  unworthy  belief, 
Grizel  crossed  the  room  swiftly  and,  bending,  kissed  the 
laughing  face. 

"  When  could  you,  lazybones  ?  If  I  were  that  long- 
suffering  husband  of  yours,  I'd  make  you  travel  always 
by  a  night  train,  then  you  would  have  all  day  in  which 
to  get  ready,  and  there' d  be  some  hopes  of  catching 
it!" 

Henriette  gave  a  little  gurgle  of  laughter,  shook  herself 
free  from  Yvonne's  deft  fingers,  let  herself  be  wrapped  in 
her  big  sable  coat  and  nodded  dismissal. 

"  Go  and  put  your  things  on,  Yvonne.  You've  just  five 
minutes." 

As  the  maid  departed,  all  the  joyous  irresponsibility 
faded  out  of  Henriette's  face,  her  voice  altered,  her  eyes 
widened  ;  with  something  of  a  child's  gesture,  she  laid  her 
hand  against  Grizel's  sleeve. 

"  I'm  glad  you're  coming,"  she  said,  "  I — ^I  don't  want 
to  go  away  from  you  again." 

Grizel  looked  down  at  the  slim  little  figure,  hearing  once 
again  those  words  so  softly  uttered  that  had  wrecked  her 
peace  of  mind  only  a  few  brief  hours  ago,  and  the  recollec- 
tion stabbed  Uke  a  physical  pain.  Wondering  at  the 
unwonted  lack  of  response  Henriette  Ic  oked  up  and,  meeting 
Grizel's  glance,  flushed  crimson,  then  whitened  till  her  very 
lips  were  pale ;  imknowingly  her  fingers  clenched  Grizel's 
arm. 
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*'  Grizel "  her  voice  shook  a  little,  "  why  do  you  look 

at  me  like  that  ?    Why  are  you  so — so  tragic  ?  " 

She  tried  to  laugh  on  the  last  words  but  the  laugh  was 
a  pitiful  failure,  and  quite  suddenly  she  swung  round, 
clutching  at  Grizel' s  shoulders. 

"  Grizel — you  don't  forget  what  you  said,  do  you  ?  What 
you  promised  ?  That  you'd  always  love  me  just  the  same, 
whether  I  were  bad — or  good  ?  You  haven't  forgotten  ? 
You  won't  forget  ?  " 

There  was  desperation  in  her  voice,  entreaty  in  the  great 
dark  eyes  ;  in  Grizel's  heart  the  pain  stabbed  deeper  and 
settled  into  a  dull  ache.  She  knew  her  fears  were  true  now, 
Henriette  herself  had  all  unknowingly  confirmed  them,  but 
Henriette  called  her,  Henriette  needed  her — bending,  she 
caught  the  slender  little  figure  close  in  her  arms,  only  con- 
scious of  a  great  pitying  compassion. 

"  Never  !  Never,  my  darling  !  I  shall  always  love  you, 
always  be  the  same  .  .  .  don't  tremble  so  .  .  .  tell  me 
what  troubles  you " 

Her  voice,  low  and  exquisite  in  its  tenderness,  pierced  to 
Henriette's  very  heart ;  clinging  desperately  to  the  arms 
that  held  her,  she  raised  a  white  face  blurred  by  sudden 
tears. 

"  Oh,  if  only  I  could  !  If  only  I  dared  .  .  .  I'm  wicked 
and  I'm  frightened  .  .  .  I'm  so  frightened  I  daren't  be 
alone  .  .  .  and  I  shall  go  on  being  wicked,  I  know  I  shall ! 
I  can't  help  it !    I  can't !  " 

Her  voice  rang  out  wildly,  she  was  trembling  from  head 
to  foot ;  Grizel  saw  that  in  another  moment  all  her  remain- 
ing self-control  must  go,  and  that  could  not — must  not — 
be  allowed.  Bending,  she  laid  her  cheek  against  Henriette's 
wet  one. 

"  Dear,  that  is  sheer  nonsense.    No  one  is  compelled  to 

be  wicked  against  their  will ;  but  we've  no  time  for  ethics 

now.    We've  got  to  catch  the  boat  train  and  I  hear  Yvonne 

returning.    Don't  let  yourself  go  like  this.    If  you  need  me 
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I  will  always  come — nothing  but  my  grandfather's  greater 
need  shall  keep  me  if  you  send.  Kiss  me,  and  remember 
what  I  have  promised." 

There  was  a  close  embrace,  then  Henriette  whirled  round 
as  Yvonne  entered,  and  Lewis's  voice  was  heard  outside  the 
door  asking  if  all  were  ready. 


CHAPTER  X 

Then  came  the  farewells  to  M.  Lavel,  whose  regret  at 
parting  with  his  favourite  granddaughter  was  profound. 

"  You  will  come  back  soon  ?  "  he  questioned  as  she  knelt 
by  his  bed — the  hour  was  too  early  for  one  so  frail.  "  I 
shall  miss  you  terribly,  my  darUng." 

With  a  swift  movement  she  laid  her  head  beside  his  on 
the  pillow. 

"  Yes,  yes — and  if  ever  you  need  me — seriously,  I  will 
come  at  once.  Grandpapa,  take  care  of  yourself — take 
every  care." 

"  You  would  spoil  me,"  the  old  man  retorted.  "  There, 
dearest,  kiss  me.    I  will  take  care." 

They  embraced  tenderly,  all  Grizel's  starved  heart  in  her 
kiss,  then  she  rose. 

"  You  are  coming  perhaps  to  us  for  Christmas,"  she  said. 
"Don't  disappoint  us.  I  want  you  to  see  your  great- 
grandson  !  " 

"  If  all  goes  as  we  hope  !  "  he  answered,  and  with  that 
she  had  to  be  content. 

The  journey  was  uneventful.  The  crossing  calm,  and 
Henriette  in  consequence  her  most  charming  self  till 
physical  weariness  began  to  seize  upon  her,  whereon  she 
grew  first  silent,  then  irritable,  grumbling  at  Clievedon 
because  he  had  not  got  her  a  foot-warme^  at  once,  refusing 
to  use  it  -when,  after  nearly  losing  the  train,  he  succeeded 
in-finding  one. 

p),"  Really ,|you  are  too  annoying  !  "  she  cried,  turning  on 
him  like  an  angry  kitten.  "  I  hate  being  left  like  that  to 
think  you'll  miss  the  train." 

83 
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"  But  you  wanted  the  foot- warmer,"  he  reminded. 
"  You  said  you  were  cold.    I  ought  to  have  thought  before." 

She  shrugged  her  shoulders  impatiently  at  his  tone. 

"  Of  course  you  ought !  But  that  is  no  reason  why  you 
should  leave  me  in  a  fever  as  to  whether  you  were  on  the 
train  or  not.    You're  most  inconsiderate." 

There  was  a  moment's  silence  in  which  Grizel's  indigna- 
tion rose  in  a  flood,  then  Clievedon  spoke. 

"  I  am  sorry,  dear,"  he  said  quietly,  and  picked  up  one 
of  the  papers  he  had  just  bought. 

It  was  quite  dark  by  now  but  the  sky  was  diisted  over 
with  stars,  and  Grizel  stared  out  of  the  window  for  a  while 
able  to  discern  the  dark  line  of  the  hedges,  and  trying  to 
subdue  the  vexation  that  had  seized  her.  After  all,  Henri- 
ette's  behaviour  to  her  husband  was  none  of  her  business, 
yet  remembering  her  own  life  and  experience  she  could  not 
but  be  angry  at  such  careless  handling  of  so  precious  a 
thing  as  love.  For  her  there  had  been  no  tenderness,  no 
quiet  turning  away  of  wrath,  and  she  smiled  a  little  sadly 
as  she  thought  how  surprised  Humphrey  would  have  been 
if  she  had  expected  him  to  think  of  waiting  upon  her  at  any 
time.  Ah  well,  she  had  made  a  mistake,  and  a  mistake  is 
an  unforgivable  thing  in  the  eyes  of  the  world ;  she  had 
not  married  a  man  like  Lewis  Clievedon  and  Henriette  had. 
That  was  all  there  was  to  it,  and  presently,  with  a  little 
shrug  at  her  own  thoughts,  she  picked  up  a  magazine  and 
started  reading. 

She  was  to  stay  the  night  at  Sloane  Street,  and  as  they 
drove  thither  felt  a  little  cheerful  thrill  of  excitement  at 
being  once  more  in  London,  while  Henriette,  who  had 
recovered  her  good  temper,  chattered  unceasingly. 

As  they  turned  out  of  Pont  Street,  however,  the  cloud 
descended  once  more,  following  on  a  remark  from  Lewis. 

"  Diane  in  five  minutes,  bless  her  !  I  hope  she's  fit." 
That  it  seemed  was  wrong,  for  Henriette  flashed  out  once 
again. 
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"  Why  should  you  suppose  otherwise  ?  The  fuss  you 
make  over  the  child  is  ridiculous.  You  don't  worry  whether 
I  am  ill  or  not  when  you  are  away  in  India." 

Lewis  ignored  the  words  as  though  they  had  never  been, 
but  Grizel  felt  her  cheeks  burn  in  sympathy ;  how  could 
Henriette  so  forget  her  dignity  or  his  ?  She  was  glad  when 
Sloane  Street  was  reached  at  last.  A  sound  of  flying  feet 
on  the  stairs  as  they  entered  the  hall,  followed  by  a  thud 
as  those  same  feet  leaped  the  last  flight,  and  Diane  had 
torn  across  the  hall  and  flung  herself  on  Lewis  with  a  cry 
that  tugged  at  Grizel's  heart. 

"  Daddy  !  Daddy  !  Oh,  is  it  you  really,  you  at  last  1 
I've  wanted  you — I've " 

Lewis  held  her  very  closely  for  a  moment,  then  relaxed 
his  grip  and  put  her  gently  from  him. 

She  swung  round  to  greet  Henriette,  who  kissed  her  on 
both  cheeks,  ruffled  her  brown  curls,  and  then  turned 
laughingly  to  Grizel,  her  good  humour  restored. 

"  Here  she  is,  Grizel !  Nearly  as  tall  as  I  am.  Diane, 
say  how  d'you  do  to  Lady  Thurston." 

Diane  held  out  a  slim  hand,  flushing  under  her  pallor  at 
not  having  seen  a  stranger  was  present. 

"  How  d'you  do  ?  "  she  said.  "  I've  heard  of  you  often 
from  Mother  and  Victor." 

Grizel  smiled ;  the  child's  dark  beauty  so  like  her 
mother's,  yet  possessing  the  undefinable  something  of  her 
father  that  enhanced  it,  delighted  her.  She  took  her  hand 
and  bent  a  little. 

"  I  used  to  be  at  school  with  your  mother,"  she  said. 
"  And  I've  a  sister  Eaki,  nearly  as  old  as  you  and  one  a 
little  older." 

"  What  a  funny  name  !  "  Diane  remarked.  "  It  isn't 
quite  English,  is  it,  any  more  than  mine  ?  " 

"  No,  it's  French.  My  grandfather  gave  it  her  long  ago. 
He  is  French,  you  know.  Her  real  name  is  Veronica,  but 
it's  so  long  for  ordinary  use." 
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Diane  nodded  and  smiled  politely,  but  she  so  evidently 
desired  to  be  with  her  father  that  Grizel  did  not  keep  her, 
but  followed  Henriette  upstairs,  while  Diane  rushed  into 
the  study. 

There  Lewis  was  opening  the  morning's  letters  that  had 
not  been  forwarded,  and  his  daughter  perched  herself  on 
the  comer  of  the  writing-table,  swinging  slim  black  silk 
legs,  and  watehing  him  with  adoring  eyes. 

As  he  finished  the  final  letter  he  looked  up,  saw  her,  and 
bending,  kissed  her  hair. 

"  Well,  sweetheart  ?  " 

"  Nothing,  Daddy  .  .  .  only  I  just  had  to  come." 

"  Mother  gone  upstairs  ?  " 

"  Yes.  With  Lady  Thurston.  She's  quite  different  to 
what  I  thought.  Quite.  She  looks  so  young,  and  she's — 
rather  nice.    I  didn't  think  she  would  be." 

"  Didn't  you  ?  "  Lewis  put  his  arm  round  her  and 
swimg  her  down  on  to  his  knee.    "  Why  not  ?  " 

A  faint  colour  in  the  child's  face  proclaimed  some  em- 
barrassment, but  after  a  njoment's  hesitation  she  spoke 
frankly  : 

"  She's  mother's  great  friend,  and — I  don't  hke  Mother's 
friends  as  a  rule." 

He  laughed  at  that,  rumpling  her  curls,  but  there  was 
little  cause  for  laughter,  as  he  knew  ;  however,  he  had  no 
wish  for  the  child  to  attach  importance  to  such  things,  so 
he  answered  her  lightly  .  .  . 

"  You  little  rebel !  Who  are  you  to  have  opinions  about 
people,  I  should  like  to  know  ?  Besides,  Lady  Thursten 
is  a  great  friend  of  mine  too." 

"  Is  she  ?  "  There  was  manifold  relief  in  Diane's  voice. 
"  Oh,  I  shall  like  her  better  then." 

A  maid  appearing  at  the  door  with  a  message  put  an  end 
to  the  subject,  and  a  little  while  later,  as  Grizel  was  de- 
scending for  dinner,  she  met  Diane  on  the  stairs,  a  fairy- 
like vision  in  palest  pink  chifEon  and  satin. 
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The  child  hesitated  as  if  to  speak,  and  Grizel  smiled. 

"  Are  you  coming  in  after  dinner  ?  "  she  asked.  "  Be- 
cause I  have  ever  so  much  I  should  like  to  talk  to  you 
about." 

"  Have  you  ?  Yes.  I'm  coming  down  now  to  the  draw- 
ing-room. I've  had  my  supper,  you  know.  Have  you  any 
other  sisters  besides  Kiki  ?    I  mean  my  age." 

"  Not  quite.  But  there  is  a  boy,  you  know,  Billy,  who  is 
eleven.    Then  there's  a  baby,  only  it's  mine." 

"  Yours  ?  "  Diane  echoed  rather  incredulously.    "  Oh  !  " 

"  Yes,  mine.  He's  just  eighteen  months,  and  his  name 
is  Derek,  only  he  is  always  just  Baby." 

They  were  in  the  drawing-room  by  this  time  and  found 
Lewis  awaiting  them,  whereupon  Diane  sprang  forward 
and  linked  her  arm  in  his,  not  speaking  but  giving  him  a 
glance  of  adoring  love.  He  responded  by  a  pressure  of  the 
slim  little  hand  against  his  side,  but  his  words  were  irrele- 
vant. 

"  Another  new  frock  !    When  did  you  have  that  ?  " 

"  It  came  home  just  after  you  went  to  Paris,"  she  said. 
"  It's  from  Clarice.  Mother  ordered  it.  D'you  like  it, 
Daddy  ?  " 

"  Very  much,"  he  said,  but  Grizel  noticed  a  little  frown 
between  his  brows  and  she  hastened  to  change  the  subject. 

"  I've  been  telling  Diane  about  Kiki  and  the  others," 
she  said.  "  They've  a  pony,  Diane,  but  it  isn't  like  your 
Trinket.  It's  fat  and  lazy  and  rather  old,  so  they  have  to 
take  turns  to  ride.  And  there  are  two  or  three  dogs  and  a 
big  garden." 

She  nodded  and  relapsed  into  silence,  too  well-mannered 
to  voice  the  longing  that  came  to  her  to  know  those  other 
happy  children  who  had  some  one  to  play  with  all  day. 

Grizel  noticed  the  look,  however,  and  after  dinner  that 
night  asked  Henriette  if  she  would  allow  Diane  to  come 
down  to  Altonbury  for  a  short  visit  quite  soon ;  to  which 
Henriette  replied  that  she  would  be  delighted. 
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She  left  the  next  morning,  bidding  good-bye  to  the 
child  with  an  odd  misgiving — there  was  something  far 
too  wistfid  in  the  dark  eyes  for  healthy  childhood,  received 
Henriette's  tempestuous  embrace,  and  settled  herself  for 
her  journey. 

She  had  not  been  home  since  her  marriage,  and  she  was 
the  prey  to  a  curious  medley  of  feelings ;  so  much  had 
happened  to  her  since  she  had  last  seen  her  home,  and  of 
all,  the  only  thing  for  happiness  had  been  the  birth  of  her 
little  son.  There  was  joy  almost  unalloyed — almost,  not 
quite  ;  wee  Derek  had  his  father's  as  well  as  his  mother's 
blood,  and  there  were  times  when  Grizel  felt  she  could  bear 
for  him  to  die,  now  in  all  his  childhood's  iimocence,  nay, 
that  she  would  welcome  it,  sooner  than  see  him  grow  up  a 
repUca  of  Humphrey  Thurston. 

The  train  sped  on,  and  as  London  was  left  behind  the' 
sky  cleared,  the  aix  grew  free  from  fog  and  smoke,  and  the 
sun  crept  out  from  behind  a  light  film  of  cloud  and  gilded 
brown  earth,  leafless  hedges,  and  the  last  dying  splendour 
of  the  trees  to  glory.  It  grew  colder  too  as  the  day  ad- 
vanced ;  when  the  train  pulled  up  at  the  station  where 
Grizel  must  alight,  she  was  beginning  to  believe  she  should 
need  the  heavy  fur  coat  she  had  with  her. 

There  was  a  medley  of  vehicles  to  meet  the  London 
train,  and  on  the  platform  a  slim  figure  in  rough  tweeds, 
with  a  brown  velvet  tanmiy  crammed  on  to  a  short  crop  of 
golden  brown  hair,  holding  a  large  buU-dog  on  a  chain, 
and  scanning  the  carriage  windows  eagerly. 

Grizel  waved  and  the  slim  figure  responded,  and  two 
minutes  later  they  were  exchanging  an  eager  welcome. 

"  Kiki  is  outside.  I've  got  the  dogcart,"  Gabrielle  said. 
"  Dandy'll  bring  your  luggage.  Heavens !  Is  that  all 
yours  ?  " 

"  Every  bit.  Don't  forget  you  are  rather  a  large  party 
for  which  to  bring  presents.  Oh,  Gabs  dear,  it  is  good  to 
see  you  again.    How  is  my  precious  duck  of  a  son  ?  " 
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"  Flourishing  extremely,  and  you  can  imagine  Nanny's 
joy  in  having  a  real  baby  to  look  after  once  again." 

They  passed  out  through  the  crowded  little  booking-hall, 
and  there  in  the  yard  found  a  high  red-wheeled  dogcart 
drawn  by  a  big,  ugly,  brown  mare  with  a  lean  head,  restless 
eye,  rather  poor  quarters,  and  curby  hocks  .  .  .  bearing 
the  inappropriate  name  of  Blossom. 

On  the  driving  seat  controlling  the  fidgety  animal  with 
capable  hands  was  a  small  figure  clad  in  scarlet,  her  face 
half  hidden  in  a  cloud  of  loosely  falling  fair  hair,  and  as  the 
two  appeared  she  lifted  her  whip  in  salute,  and  the  wind 
coming  gustily  round  the  comer  snatched  up  the  bright 
hair  and  tossed  it  wildly. 

An  ancient  luggage  cart  with  an  old  white  horse  by  name 
Dandy,  waited  just  behind,  and  Grizel,  seeing  all  her 
luggage  was  safely  collected,  climbed  up  into  the  seat 
beside  Kiki,  who  was  dispossessed  calmly  by  Gabrielle  and 
sent  to  the  back. 

"  Mind  your  feet !  "  the  latter  said.  "  We've  a  heap  of 
parcels.  Eiki,  don't  let  the  bacon  slip  out.  Get  up, 
Blossom ! " 

Blossom  got  up  with  a  whisk  and  a  clatter  that  sent 
some  loiterers  springing  back  several  paces,  wheeled  out 
of  the  station  yard  and  up  a  long  hill  at  a  shattering 
trot. 

"  She's  a  bit  above  herself,"  Gabrielle  remarked  as  the 
mare  shied  hysterically  at  a  gate.  "  We'll  take  her  the 
long  way  round,  if  you  don't  mind,  the  next  two  miles'll 
settle  her.  It  is  jolly  to  have  you  again  at  last,  and  Mamma 
is  simply  ecstatic." 

"  That's  just  like  her  1 "  Grizel's  voice  thrilled  a  little. 
"  There  are  not  many  women  who'd  welcome  a — a  married 
stepdaughter  back  to  the  house  and  be  really  glad." 

"  She  is  though.  She  has  given  you  your  old  room.  The 
cherub's  nursery  is  of  course  the  old  nursery.  Mamma 
wanted  you  to  have  one  of  the  new  rooms,  but  Nanny  just 
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wouldn't  hear  of  it.  You  don't  mind  the  long  way  home, 
do  you  ?  " 

"  I  should  like  it  after  the  stuffy  train,"  Grizel  answered, 
and  off  they  went. 

Altonbury  was  a  small  market  town  built  on  two  sides 
of  the  shallow  valley  through  which  the  Alton  gently 
meandered,  a  picturesque  old  place  not  yet  spoiled  by  the 
modern  small  builder,  possessing  a  very  fine  Gothic  church 
— St.  Michael  and  All  Angels — a  stretch  of  water-meadows 
in  the  valley  below  called  the  Town  Meads,  and  two  ancient 
inns  that  had  flourished  in  the  time  of  the  second  Charles. 
These  inns,  the  "  King's  Arms  "  and  "  The  Crown,"  were 
quite  notable  features  of  the  town,  had  been  rivals  then 
and  were  rivals  now,  the  one  being  on  the  main  London 
road,  the  other  on  the  big  turnpike  that  crossed  it  and 
climbing  steeply  through  the  Httle  town  called  itself  Wind 
HHl. 

This  appropriately  named  street  came  in  from  the  west, 
a  broad  rather  stately  stretch  with  fine  old  houses  on  either 
side  and  pollard  elms  bordering  the  sunny  uneven  pave- 
ments. On  its  southern  side  nearer  the  centre  of  the  town, 
the  splendid  old  church  stood  in  its  big  shady  burying- 
ground,  and  the  street  narrowed  and  dipped  steeply  past 
the  curving  many-paned  windows  of  the  "  King's  Arms," 
with  its  buff-coloured  plaster  and  ancient  oak  beams,  to 
the  spot  where  it  crossed  the  London  road,  and  the  Corn 
Exchange  marked  the  town's  centre. 

To  the  left  of  this  important  spot  the  London  road  was 
called  North  Street  and  contained  the  principal  shops,  and 
it  too  was  uneven  and  curved  downhill  at  its  further 
end ;  and  to  the  right  it  became  narrow,  twisting  itself 
past  the  "  Crown  Inn,"  and  was  known  as  South  Street. 
South  Street  had  one  or  two  good  shops  also,  and  con- 
tained the  Conservative  Club  and  the  School  of  Music — 
a  rather  unexpected  building  in  a  country  town — then 
dipped  a  little  and  became  wide  and  sunny  once  more 
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to  pass  the  station  and  run  southward  to  a  lovely  wooded 
country. 

The  town  prided  itself  on  its  old-world  yet  capable  life  ; 
it  watered  its  streets  from  flattened  pipes  along  the  curbs, 
whence  the  water  spurted  in  a  row  of  jets  at  certain  hours 
of  the  summer  days,  and  its  only  pubUc  vehicles  were  the 
ancient  coach-Hke  buses  belonging  to  the  rival  inns  ;  but 
it  possessed  a  School  of  Music  already  noted  because 
M.  Jean  Lavel  taught  there  two  days  in  the  week. 

Even  the  unmusical  members  of  Altonbury  society  recog- 
nised the  honour,  for  was  not  M.  Jean  Lavel  the  son  of  the 
great  singer  who  had  delighted  Europe  for  many  years, 
and  was  he  not  himself  justly  famed  as  one  of  the  finest 
teachers  in  all  that  Continent  ? 

Three  of  the  other  week-days  he  taught  in  London,  and 
why  he  had  chosen  to  settle  in  Altonbury  no  one  quite 
knew — least  of  all  himself.  EQs  wife  had  been  English, 
and  wandering  about  one  day,  he  and  she  had  discovered 
Altonbury,  pounced  upon  a  house  that  took  their  fancy, 
and  promptly  bought  it.  When  Honor  Lavel  died  at  the 
birth  of  her  youngest  boy  nothing  would  have  induced  him 
to  leave  it,  and  when  he  married  again  seven  years  later 
it  was  to  the  same  old  grey  house  he  brought  his  second 
wife,  Lilian. 

The  house  stood  only  a  few  feet  back  from  the  pavement, 
its  wide  low  windows  protected  by  sturdy  posts  and  swing- 
ing chains,  and  sheltered  from  too  great  publicity  by  more 
of  the  stumpy  ancient  trees,  and  at  the  eastern  end  of  the 
house  big  wooden  gates  led  to  the  stables.  When  these 
gates  were  open  a  glimpse  of  a  cobbled  yard  shaded  by  a 
great  plane  tree  could  be  seen,  but  the  old  house  kept  its 
privacy  strictly  and  gave  no  hint  to  the  passer-by  of  the 
lovely  garden  that  it  possessed. 

Now  when  the  dogcart  pulled  up,  the  "  long  way  round  " 
having  successfully  quieted  Blossom's  nerves,  Grizel  felt  a 
queer  throb,  half  pleasure,  half  pain,  at  the  sight  of  the 
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home  she  had  not  seen  for  so  long.  Life  had  given  her  some 
shrewd  blows  since  she  had  left  it  as  Humphrey  Thurston's 
bride,  destroyed  many  illusions,  shaken  at  times  a  courage 
that  had  always  been  high,  but  it  had  brought  her  the  one 
gift  above  all  price — a  hving  practical  faith. 

Even  as  the  trap  stopped  the  heavy  house  door  was 
opened,  showing  a  vista  of  square  oak-panelled  hall,  and 
Lilian  Lavel  stood  on  the  threshold,  her  charming  face 
alight  with  pleasure,  for  between  her  and  all  her  step- 
children was  a  very  real  afEection. 

"  Grizel  dear,  how  delightful  to  have  you  at  last !  "  she 
exclaimed  as  they  kissed.  "  The  wee  boy  is  flourishing — 
I  know  you  want  news  of  him — and  we  are  all  excited  over 
your  return.  Kiki,  take  Grizel's  coat  and  furs.  Grizel  dear, 
come  straight  into  the  drawing-room  and  have  some  tea." 

Arm-in-arm  they  went  to  the  drawing-room  which  was 
at  the  back  of  the  house  and  faced  across  the  now  deserted 
tennis-lawn  to  the  sloping  flower-garden. 

The  land  dipped  beyond  to  another  Uttle  valley  and 
rose  steeply,  wooded  to  its  crest,  but  westward  the  narrow 
defile  opened  and  fields  could  be  gUmpsed  rising  gently  to 
the  horizon. 

Over  these  fields  now  the  sky  was  glorious  with  the 
flaming  rose  that  tells  of  frost,  paling  above  through  purest 
gold  to  a  clear  wintry  blue  against  which  the  opposite 
woods  appeared  black  despite  their  autumn  beauty. 

The  room  itself,  big,  low  and  charmingly  furnished,  was 
warmed  by  a  fire  at  either  end — Jean  Lavel  hated  the  cold 
— and  near  one  a  tea-table  was  placed  invitingly,  its  old 
Worcester  china  and  Queen  Anne  silver  gleaming  in  the 
ruddy  light. 

Kiki,  having  deposited  the  wraps  in  the  hall  and  shed  her 
own  scarlet  reefer,  came  in,  followed  by  Gabrielle,  and  they 
all  sat  down  to  a  very  welcome  tea,  Grizel  enjoying  the 
comfortable  process  of  spoiling  and  resolutely  banishing  for 
the  time  being  the  memory  of  that  last  night  in  Paris. 
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In  answer  to  iter  various  enquiries  all  three  of  her  com- 
panions talked  at  once,  till  Gabrielle  suppressed  Kiki  by 
giving  her  such  an  enormous  slice  of  chocolate  cake  that 
her  attention  was  quite  distracted  from  conversation ; 
whereupon  Lilian  had  the  field  to  herself. 

"  Your  father  is  at  the  school  of  music  till  five-thirty — 
yes,  he  is  very  well  and  grumbling  at  the  frost.  BUly  is  out 
to  tea  with  a  school-friend,  but  Marcel  will  be  home  any 
minute.  He  is  better  from  his  illness  " — Marcel,  the  third 
son,  had  had  pneumonia  earlier  in  the  year — "  but  he  is 
not  quite  strong  yet.  And  how  is  Henriette  ?  And 
Diane  ? " 

The  question  put  an  abrupt  end  to  Grizel's  peace  of 
mind  ;  unconsciously  a  note  of  reserve  crept  into  her  voice. 

"  Henriette  is  quite  well.  Diane  does  not  appear  very 
strong." 

"  Henriette  has  no  idea  how  to  bring  a  child  up,"  Lilian 
replied.  "  Poor  little  Diane  is  indulged  wildly  one  day  and 
suppressed  with  an  iron  hand  the  next.  I  want  to  get  her 
down  here  for  a  long  visit." 

Grizel  glanced  at  Eaki,  who  looked  up  with  a  grin. 

"  I'd  show  her  some  things  !  "  she  remarked,  and  Lilian 
laughed. 

"  You  would,  Imp  !  "  she  said.  "  I  shiver  for  Diane's 
morals.  But  certainly  it's  not  a  healthy  atmosphere  for  a 
child." 

Grizel  passed  her  cup  for  more  tea,  trying  to  turn  the 
conversation. 

"  She  adores  her  father  though,"  she  said.  "  I  don't 
think  she  will  want  to  come  away  while  he  is  in  Eng- 
land." 

"  We'll  have  them  together — all  of  them !  "  Lilian's 
voice  was  enthusiastic — "  for  Christmas,  if  they'll  come. 
Victor  and  Gilbert  will  both  be  home,  and  Victor  and  Hen- 
riette are  such  old  friends  it  will  be  excellent.  Gabs,  remind 
me  to  write  to-night  to  Henriette." 
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Then  her  tone  changed,  her  attention  arrested  by  some- 
thing in  Grizel's  expression. 

"  Grizel,  how  white  you  are — you're  over- tired  and  I  am 
selfish  talking  so.  Come  straight  upstairs  and  rest  before 
dinner." 

Grizel  rose,  relieved  that  it  was  impossible  LiUan  should 
guess  the  real  reason  of  her  pallor,  and  together  they  went 
from  the  room. 

"  Grandpapa  had  one  of  his  attacks  on  Tuesday,"  she 
explained.  "  It  is  terrible  to  see  him  sufier.  Yes,  he  was 
quite  himself  again  before  we  left,  but  I  can  see  Uncle  Louis 
is  anxious." 

M.  Lavel's  illness  was  quite  sufficient  to  account  for  that 
sudden  look  of  pain,  LiHan  concluded,  for  Uke  every  other 
member  of  the  family,  her  affection  for  its  head  was  deep 
and  strong,  and  she  knew  how  passionately  devoted  to  him 
Grizel  was,  so  she  spoke  sympathetically  as  she  conducted 
Grizel  to  her  room — the  same  room  she  had  had  as  a  child. 
On  its  threshold  she  paused, 

"  I've  had  it  done  up,"  she  said.  "  You  always  loved 
lilac,  didn't  you  ?  And  this  door — ^it's  new,  you  see — ^is  a 
surprise.    You  shall  see  what  the  surprise  is  in  a  moment." 

*'  Lilian  !  "  Grizel  turned  with  a  httle  catch  in  her  voice. 
"  How  charming — my  favourite  colour.  Ah,  you  are  good 
to  me ! " 

LiUan's  pretty  face  showed  her  pleasure  at  Grizel's  tone, 
and  she  patted  her  arm  affectionately. 

"  No  one  should  find  it  hard  to  be  good  to  you,"  she 
said. 

The  room  was  certainly  inviting — the  old  oaken  furni- 
ture, with  its  brass  scutcheons  and  handles,  the  pale  lilac 
of  the  carpet,  the  white-painted  walls,  and  chintzes  lilac- 
wreathed,  the  high  pierced  brass  fender  and  inviting  couch 
drawn  to  the  hearth.  Above  all,  the  great  branches  of 
autumn  leaves  in  the  rough  terra-cotta  earthenware  jugs 
that  she  loved. 
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"  Of  course  you  will  have  heaps  of  things  of  your  own," 
Lilian  went  on,  leading  the  way  back  into  the  bedroom. 
"  And  if  you  don't  like  anything  you  must  alter  it.  Now 
for  your  surprise." 

She  opened  the  other  door,  pushed  aside  a  curtain,  and 
Grizel  found  herseK  in  the  big  nursery  with  its  three  win- 
dows, its  crimson  curtains  and  carpet,  its  dearly-loved 
Christmas  Annual  pictures — Cherry  Ripe,  Little  Vanity, 
Bubbles,  and  half  a  score  more  old  favourites.  There  was 
the  same  high  brass  fireguard,  the  big  rocking-chair,  and 
round  table,  the  same  huge  battered  rocking-horse  that  had 
been  Gilbert's,  and  her  own  doll's-house  that  had  descended 
to  Kiki.  The  only  difference  was  that  when  she  left  there 
had  been  three  brass-railed  cribs  at  the  further  end,  now 
there  was  only  a  snowy-draped  swinging  cot  for  her  own 
small  son. 

Lilian  watched  her  anxiously. 

"  I  thought  you'd  like  to  feel  you  had  him  close  to  you 
at  night,  even  though  Nanny  is  so  excellent,  so  I  had  that 
door  knocked  through." 

This  time  Grizel  did  not  speak,  but  she  stooped  her 
bright  head  and  gave  her  stepmother  a  long  close  kiss. 
Love,  consideration,  tenderness — they  had  been  strangers  in 
her  life  so  long  that  such  abimdance  touched  her  very  nearly. 

She  decided  to  unpack  some  of  her  things  at  once  and 
Gabrielle  came  up  to  help  her — a  process  that  consisted  in 
her  sitting  on  the  floor  exclaiming  over  the  dainty  clothes 
being  lifted  from  the  trunks. 

"  I  wish  Marcel  would  come  in,"  she  said.  "  He  is  such 
a  darling,  Grizel,  isn't  he,  Lihan  ?  He's  not  Uke  a  boy  of 
nineteen  a  scrap — I  mean  in  being  nice.  They  are  usually 
so  boring  and  selfish,  but  I  don't  believe  Marcel  ever  thinks 
of  himself  at  all.  He's  the  one  we  all  go  to  for  anything. 
Even  Lilian  does,  don't  you  ?  " 

"  I  admit  it !  Marcel  is  the  sweetest-tempered  of  you 
all,  and  I  fully  believe  the  most  capable," 
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"  He  was  always  a  charming  boy,"  Grizel  said.  "  Father 
used  to  say  he  was  golden-hearted.  Rather  a  nice  descrip- 
tion." 

"  That's  exactly  it !  "  Gabrielle  exclaimed.  "  You  must 
guess  pretty  well  what  he  is  to  hear  such  praise  from  his 
own  family  !    He — why  I  beUeve  he's  coming  !  " 

A  step  along  the  passage,  followed  by  a  knock,  heralded 
some  new-comer  even  as  she  spoke,  and  in  answer  to 
Grizel's  "  Come  in,"  a  tall,  broad-shouldered  boy  opened 
the  door. 

"  I've  rubbed  'em  but  I'm  wet  and  earthy,"  he  began, 
but  Grizel  sprang  up  and  ran  to  him. 

"  Never  mind  !  Marcel !  Dear  heart,  how  good  to  see 
you  again  !  " 

Her  arms  were  round  him,  her  face  uplifted,  and  bending, 
he  caught  her  up  in  a  long  close  embrace,  making  no  imme- 
diate answer  in  words  because  all  his  eager  Latin  nature 
was  thrilled  with  an  emotion  that  choked  speech  and  made 
his  eyes  sting.  Hazel  eyes,  fair  skin,  bright  wavy  hair, 
Marcel  was  almost  typically  English  in  looks,  but  in  nature 
he  was  French,  more  his  father's  child  than  any  of  the  others. 
Grizel,  eight  years  his  senior,  had  mothered  him  from  baby- 
hood, for  he  had  been  very  delicate  in  youth,  and  he  had 
adored  her  in  return.  Now,  the  delicacy  was  nearly  out- 
grown, he  was  splendidly  fit,  broad-chested,  lean-flanked, 
but  the  devotion  remained. 

After  a  long  embrace  he  released  his  sister  and  advanced 
gingerly  into  the  room. 

"  I'm  not  fit  for  any  carpet !  "  he  declared,  looking  down 
at  muddy  leggings.  "  My  boots  are  fairly  all  right  under- 
neath, but  I  feel  a  ruffian  !  " 

"  We'll  all  forgive  you,"  his  stepmother  announced. 
"  Did  you  get  good  sport  ?  " 

"  Quite  good.  .  .  .  I've  sent  some  bunnies  to  old  Samson ; 
that  was  right,  wasn't  it  ?  When  is  Gilbert  coming 
home,  Grizel,  and  how  is  Grandpapa  ?  " 
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"  Gilbert  is  due  in  Paris  on  Thursday  next.  Grandpapa 
is  fairly  well,  but  he  is  failing  gradually.  He  had  one  sharp 
attack,  but  his  recuperative  power  is  wonderful,  and  Uncle 
Louis  is  most  devoted." 

"  I'm  longing  to  run  over,"  Marcel  said.  "  I  think  I 
might  soon,  and  come  back  with  Gilbert.  Was  Victor  there 
much  ?  " 

"  Very  little.  He  has  an  appartement  now,  you  know, 
and  lives  his  own  life  very  much  to  himself." 

Try  as  she  would  Grizel  could  not  keep  a  note  of  con- 
straint out  of  her  voice,  and  Gabrielle  spoke  impetuously 
as  ever. 

"  Don't  you  approve  of  Victor  ?  " 

"  Gabs  !  How  absurd  !  "  Grizel  tried  to  make  her 
answer  convincing.  "  But  you  know  he  is  so  much  a 
stranger  to  me." 

"  And  to  us,"  Lilian  remarked.  "  He  came  over  for  a 
few  days  in  the  summer — June — we  have  not  seen  him 
since." 

"  He  is  in  London  now,"  Grizel  said,  and  Victor  as  a  sub- 
ject of  conversation  was  dropped. 

Unpacking  was  a  lengthy  job,  at  which  Lilian,  Gabrielle, 
and  Kiki  assisted  ;  Grizel  frankly  owned  to  being  extrava- 
gant in  clothes,  and  she  had  brought  numerous  gifts  for 
every  one,  the  distribution  of  which  took  time,  for  many  of 
the  parcels  had  to  be  laid  aside  for  Christmas. 

She  was  resting  an  hour  later  when  her  father  came  up 
to  see  her,  eager  for  the  Paris  news,  and  delighted  to  wel- 
come this  his  beloved  daughter. 

M.  Jean  Lavel  was  a  younger  edition  of  his  still  more 
famous  father,  but  a  little  bigger  in  build  and  supremely 
handsome,  with  a  little  line  between  his  brows  that  spoke 
of  a  less  serene  temperament  and  a  temper  that  withered 
his  unfortunate  pupils. 

Now,  however,  all  was  peace,  and  his  dark  eyes  were 
moist  with  feeling  as  he  kissed  and  embraced  Grizel. 


98  THE  EDGE  OF  EMPIEE 

"  My  dearest  cMld,  how  good  to  see  you  !  And  you  are 
very  lovely — there  is  a  look  of  my  father  in  your  eyes. 
What  has  put  it  there  1  " 

The  jerky  sentences  were  so  like  all  she  remembered,  the 
warm  impetuosity  of  caresses  and  manner  so  typical,  that 
Grizel  hardly  knew  whether  to  laugh  or  cry.  In  the  end 
she  squeezed  M.  Jean's  arm  very  hard  and  smiled. 

"  Is  there,  dear  ?  Perhaps  I  have  learned  something  of 
the  secret  of  Grandpapa's  strength.  Life  has  taught  me  a 
good  deal  these  eight  years." 

He  nodded,  his  brilliant  eyes  full  of  tenderness,  one  hand 
stroking  his  big  Russian-cut  beard. 

"  We  will  make  you  so  happy  you  will  forget  aU  the  sad- 
ness," he  said  presently,  and  then  for  a  while  they  talked 
of  things  very  near  their  hearts. 

Grizel  slept  well  that  night,  for  which  she  was  deeply 
thankful,  because  sleep,  save  in  unrefreshing  snatches,  had 
deserted  her  since  that  distressing  night  in  the  rue  Sol- 
ferino,  and  she  was  very  tired.  Once,  waking  in  the  early 
hours,  she  could  not  remember  where  she  was,  but  in  a  few 
seconds  the  familiar  solemn  tick  of  the  ancient  grandfather 
clock  outside  her  room  told  her,  and  turning  over  she  slept 
again  in  deep  content  at  being  home  once  more. 


CHAPTER  XI 

It  was  the  Monday  after  his  arrival  home  that  Lewis 
received  an  invitation  for  Henriette  and  himself  to  visit 
Mayhew's  parents  at  their  Leicestershire  home  for  a 
week's  hunting. 

Sir  John  Mayhew  was  Master  of  a  famous  pack  and 
Lewis  was  a  keen  sportsman,  but  Henriette  had  other 
plans,  and  finally  succeeded  in  persuading  him  to  accept 
for  himself  alone,  declaring  that  she  preferred  to  remain 
in  town  for  those  particular  days. 

So  he  departed,  regretful  that  he  was  not  to  have  her 
company,  but  looking  forward  to  his  visit  with  a  boyish 
zest  for  the  days  in  store,  and  receiving  the  warmest  of 
welcomes  from  his  host  and  hostess. 

On  the  Friday  he  received  a  letter  from  his  wife, 
announcing  that  the  ball  for  which  she  had  ostensibly 
stayed  in  town  was  cancelled  owing  to  a  death,  that  she 
was  bored  in  consequence  and  was  going  to  Highclere 
Towers  for  the  Sunday  and  taking  Diane  with  her.  News 
which  caused  Lewis  to  swear  under  his  breath  and  angrily 
screw  the  letter  into  a  Uttle  ball.  Highclere  Towers  was 
about  as  new  as  its  owners,  and  in  his  opinion  almost  as 
objectionable  ;  the  owner,  Clarke-Hughes,  having  amassed 
a  huge  fortune  in  patent  medicine  and  being  of  that  trying 
breed  that  considers  social  success  amid  the  smartest  and 
wealthiest  people  the  only  goal  in  Hfe  worth  striving 
for. 

He  had  never  liked  Henriette's  intimacy  with  them  or 
understood  it ;  she  was  fastidious  to  a  fault  in  most  ways  ; 
and  that  she  should  take  Diane  with  her,  really  annoyed 
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him.  It  was  useless  to  expostulate  now,  however,  and  he 
could  only  hope  for  the  best. 

When  he  returned  on  the  Tuesday  from  Leicestershire, 
he  found  Henriette  just  back,  intensely  bored  with  her 
visit  to  Highclere  and  consequently  delighted  to  see  him 
once  again. 

She  proved  herself  enchanting  as  she  gave  him  tea, 
retailing  her  version  of  the  visit  with  dainty  malice  and 
brushing  aside  his  remonstrance  anent  Diane  with  airy 
indifference. 

" 3Ion  Dieu!  It  was  awful!  Diane  had  the  best  of  it, 
for  she  went  to  bed  at  ten  and  they  considered  everything 
she  said  to  be  the  supremest  wit.  Yes,  ten.  There  are  no 
children  there  and  I  needed  Yvonne  when  she  should  have 
gone  to  bed,  so  what  would  you  ?  They  wanted  the  child. 
She  is  in  consequence  a  trifle  bilious.  A  mere  nothing ! 
Nurse  is  looking  after  her.  Don't  frown,  Lewis !  You 
are  ugly  when  you  frown  !  " 

"  I  shall  go  up  in  a  moment,"  Lewis  observed,  wishing 
he  had  done  so  before.  "  You  are  as  irresponsible  as  she 
is,  Henriette.  What  a  pair  for  any  man  to  attempt  to  take 
care  of !  " 

"  You  went  to  Brent,"  Henriette  said  with  a  flash  of 
resentment  at  his  smile,  and  the  smile  vanished. 

"  I  had  to,"  he  said  rather  low.  "  You  refused  to  come 
with  me."  Then  rising  on  the  pretext  of  seeing  Diane, 
left  her. 

He  found  the  child  on  the  couch  by  the  window  in  the 
nursery,  listlessly  gazing  down  into  the  street ;  and  at 
his  entrance,  not  expecting  her  father,  she  did  not  at  once 
turn  round,  thereby  giving  him  time  to  note  how  languid 
and  pale  she  was.  Crossing  the  room  he  laid  a  hand  on 
her  hair  and,  starting,  she  looked  round,  met  his  eyes 
and  flung  herself  against  him  with  a  cry  of  mingled  reUef 
and  joy. 

"  Well,  sweetheart,"  he  said,  sitting  down  on  the  couch 
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and  speaking  as  well  as  he  could  for  her  strangling  clutch 
on  his  neck.    "  What's  this,  I  hear  ?    Been  ill  ?  " 

She  let  go  of  him,  only  retaining  his  hand  and  dropped 
back  on  the  cushions  gazing  up  at  him. 

"  Oh,  Daddy,  I  didn't  know  you'd  come  back  !  I  asked 
Mamma  this  morning  and  she  said  she  didn't  know.  I 
thought  you'd  be  away  ever  so  long  !  " 

Henriette  had  known  he  was  returning  that  afternoon 
and  he  wondered  at  her  professed  ignorance,  but  Diane 
would  not  let  him  think. 

"  Dad  !  You're  looking  miles  away.  Don't !  I'm  so 
glad  you  are  back.    It  was  horrid  at  Highclere  !  " 

"  Was  it  ?  "  he  played  with  her  hair  studying  her  the 
meantime.    "Why?" 

"  They  are  so — ^vulgar !  "  she  said,  wrinkling  her  nose 
disdainfully,  "  and  they  eat  so  !  I  thought  it  would  be 
fun  stajdng  up  to  dinner  but  it  was  not.  They  all  talked 
loud  and  seemed  so  anxious  about  the  servants  and  there 
were  fat  men  staying  there  and  they  wore  such  heaps  of 
rings.  None  of  the  women  looked  a  bit  like  Mother  or — 
or  Mrs.  Hewlett  or  Lady  Mayhew  or " 

He  cut  her  short. 

"  They  were  very  kind  to  you.  Mother  says." 

"  Oh,  yes,"  she  said  wearily,  "  they  meant  to  be.  They 
were.  Mrs.  Clarke-Hughes  used  to  be  always  giving  me 
fruit  and  things  and  Mr.  Clarke-Hughes  took  me  out  on  a 

lovely  pony "  her  eyes  sparkled  for  a  moment  at  the 

recollection,  "  and  he  gave  me  a  bracelet,  too.  I  didn't 
want  to  take  it,  it  wasn't  my  birthday,  but  when  I  refused 
Mamma  was  quite  angry  and  said  I  was  rude  and  ridiculous. 
So  I  had  to.  It's  over  there  in  ray  jewel  case.  Mamima  is 
going  to  take  it.    Won't  you  see  ?  " 

"  Presently,"  he  said.    "  Go  on,  Diane." 

"  Then  they  used  to  play  with  a  queer  little  wheel. 
Joyce  Clarke-Hughes  said  it  was  roulette  and  one  of  the 
men  won  heaps  from  Mamma  who  just  laughed.     She 
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looked  so  much  prettier,  too,  than  the  others.  You're 
pulling  my  hair,  Daddy." 

"  Sorry,"  he  straightened  the  dusky  curl  absently. 
"  But  why  were  you  ill,  Diane  ?  " 

"  I  got  wet  once.  Mamma  thought  I  was  sick  because 
I'd  eaten  too  much.  I  hadn't  though,  really.  I  think  it 
was  just  one  of  my  stupid  colds  because  my  head  ached 
and  I  was  so  hot.  I  was  sick  yesterday  .  .  .  but  it  wasn't 
eating  really." 

"  How  did  you  get  wet  1  No,  I  believe  it  was  not  eating, 
dear." 

Diane  hesitated  :  for  his  question  was  a  trifle  embarrass- 
ing and  she  hoped  to  avoid  a  direct  answer. 

'*  Oh,  it  rained  when  I  was  out  once.  Nothing  much. 
You  are  not  going  away  just  yet  ?  " 

"  No,  dear — and  answer  me,  Diane." 

"  It — it  was  waiting  for  Mamma.  We'd  been  out  and 
she  told  me  I  could  meet  her  at  a  stile  in  the  park.  I 
suppose  she  forgot.    It  was  nothing." 

He  moved  a  Uttle  so  that  she  could  lean  against  him. 

"  How  long  were  you  waiting  ?  " 

"  Not  very  long.    Only  about  half  an  hour." 

"  And  it  rained  ?  " 

"  Yes — it  began  to.    She  was  with  Victor." 

"  With  Victor  ?  "  Lewis  frowned.  "  Was  Victor  there 
then." 

"  Yes.  Please,  Daddy,  do  let's  talk  of  something  else 
more  interesting." 

For  the  moment,  however,  Lewis  made  no  answer  ;  why 
had  Henriette  not  mentioned  Victor's  presence  at  High- 
clere  ?  Her  silence  was  so  unusual  that  it  perplexed  him  ; 
even  disturbed  him  a  Uttle.  After  a  moment  he  spoke 
again. 

"  Didn't  your  mother  come  at  all  then  ?  " 

"  N — no,  Mr.  Jack  Clarke-Hughes  fetched  me." 

"  Why  didn't  you  go  back  when  it  began  to  rain  ?  " 
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"  Mamma  said  :  '  Wait  for  me  there,'  so  I  waited.  She 
would  expect  me  to — and  so  would  you  if  you  said  that 
wouldn't  you,  Dad  ?    Don't  glare  !  " 

She  laughed,  trying  to  turn  his  attention  from  tiresome 
details  that  would  assuredly  get  her  into  further  trouble 
later.  Henriette  used  no  more  reason  in  deaUng  with  her 
daughter  than  with  others ;  but  Lewis  refused  to  follow 
the  lead  and  Diane  wriggled  down  among  her  cushions 
and  sighed  heavily. 

The  sigh  roused  Lewis. 

"  Do  you  feel  better  now  ?    Not  sick  ?  "  he  asked. 

Diane  considered. 

"  I  feel — not  sick,"  she  said.  "  But  my  head  is  buzzy 
and  stupid  and  I  don't  want  to  get  up  very  much.  I 
needn't,  need  I  ?  " 

"  Certainly  not,"  rather  to  Diane's  surprise  he  bent  and 
kissed  her,  "  you  are  to  lie  quite  still  and  presently  Dr. 
Knox  shall  see  you.  You  haven't  been  out  this  after- 
noon ?  " 

"  Yes.  Nurse  was  cross  and  wouldn't  Usten  and  Mamma 
was  out.    Oh,  Daddy,  are  you  off  already  ?  " 

"  I'll  come  back  presently,"  he  said,  rising.  "  I  want 
to  ring  up  the  doctor,  sweetheart,  I  don't  like  you  being 
poorly.    Who  is  going  to  ride  with  me  ?  " 

Her  face  flushed  at  the  query. 

"  Do  you  really  miss  me  such  a  lot  ?  I'll  be  quite  all 
right  in  the  morning,  I  expect.  Don't  forget  to  come  in 
presently." 

Outside  the  room  the  mask  of  indifference  dropped  and 
he  went  downstairs  with  dose-shut  lips  and  a  gleam  in  his 
eyes  that  augured  ill  for  the  culprit,  opened  the  drawing- 
room  door  and  found  himself  confronted  by  the  hum  of 
conversation. 

His  wife's  exclamation  cut  off  all  hope  of  retreat,  and 
though  feehng  anything  but  amiably  disposed,  he  was 
forced  to  welcome  her  friends  and  make  himself  generally 


104  THE  EDGE  OF  EMPIRE 

agreeable,  but  all  the  time  his  thoughts  were  with  his  little 
daughter,  till  a  remark  by  one  of  Henriette's  friends,  a 
Mrs.  Hewlett,  arrested  his  attention. 

"  Mr.  Clievedon,  I  do  so  hope  that  charming  M.  Victor 
Lavel  is  not  seriously  ill  ?  Henriette  is  so  close  a  friend 
of  his  I  know  that  I  am  sure  you  will  be  able  to  tell  me  how 
he  is,  for  she  says  she  knows  nothing.  And  you  are  so  old 
a  friend  of  the  family  too,  are  you  not  ?  Dr.  Buchanan 
my  man — nerves  as  you  know  and  simply  marvellous ! — 
shares  the  Harley  Street  house  with  Mr.  Rawlinson,  and 
there  on  the  doorstep  we  met,  M.  Lavel  and  I.  Well,  of 
course,  every  one  knows  Rawlinson  is  the  cancer  man,  so 
I  felt  a  little  anxious.  M.  Lavel  is  so  charming,  is  he  not, 
but  very  indefinite." 

Henriette  watching  her  husband  during  this  monologue 
would  have  been  glad  to  interpose,  but  that  was  an  im- 
possible matter,  for  Mrs.  Hewlett's  remarks  had  attracted 
general  attention  and  common  courtesy  forced  Lewis  to 
a  reply. 

It  came  briefly  and  with  a  suave  politeness  his  friends 
knew  well. 

"  Then  I  fear  I  must  follow  his  example,  dear  Mrs. 
Hewlett.    Victor  Lavel  has  not  made  me  his  confidant." 

But  Mrs.  Hewlett  had  no  intention  of  being  so  easily 
rebuffed. 

*'  He  is  certainly  looking  ill,"  she  said  meditatively, 
as  if  the  matter  were  open  for  discussion.  "  And  much 
older,  I  thought.  I  do  hope  he  had  called  merely  socially, 
for  I  have  never  heard  of  Rawlinson  specialising  in  any- 
thing else  but  the  one  thing — and  it  is  so  horrible  to  fear 
that  M.  Lavel " 

Intolerable  as  the  subject  was,  Lewis  saw  the  necessity 
for  answering  authoritatively  and  interrupted  with  scant 
ceremony. 

"  Lavel  is  knocked  up,"  he  said,  a  trifle  surprised  to  find 
his  voice  so  even,  for  it  disturbed  him  in  no  small  way  to 
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hear  Victor  discussed  in  so  cold-blooded  a  way.  "  He  has 
been  overworking,  I  know,  and  I  should  imagine  your  idea 
of  a  social  call  to  be  the  correct  explanation  of  his  visit  to 
Harley  Street,  It  is  quite  unthinkable  that  it  should  be 
anything  else." 

That  any  man's  health  should  be  gossip  for  such  people 
as  this  was  unbearable  ;  excusing  himself  he  quitted  the 
room  with  an  abruptness  that  disconcerted  Henriette,  and 
shutting  himself  in  his  study  he  telephoned  to  the  doctor. 
Doctor  Knox  would  be  round  immediately,  having  just 
reached  home ;  that  was  satisfactory  at  least,  but  it  was 
with  irritated  nerves  that  he  greeted  the  tall  Scotsman 
ten  minutes  later  and  that  individual  noticed  the  signs  of 
strain  though  he  said  nothing  till  the  reason  of  his  visit 
had  been  accounted  for. 

Then,  after  sitting  awhile  beside  Diane  who  seemed  to 
have  become  rather  more  feverish  and  disinclined  for 
conversation,  he  followed  Lewis  once  more  to  the  study 
and  spoke  abruptly. 

"  I  should  like  to  see  Mrs.  Clievedon.  You  say  you  are 
only  just  back  from  the  country." 

"  This  afternoon."  Lewis  was  already  at  the  bell. 
"  The  child  was  much  brighter  when  I  saw  her  an  hour 
ago. 

"  Yes,  yes.    Beautiful  thing  that  is." 

Lanky  and  apparently  inattentive,  Dr.  Knox  had 
strolled  over  to  inspect  a  bronze  cast  of  Gian  di  Bologna's 
Mercury  that  was  near  the  writing-table,  and  the  servant 
appearing  Lewis  sent  a  message  to  his  wife,  for  even  to 
save  her  feelings  he  felt  incapable  of  again  entering  the 
drawing-room. 

He  waited  impatiently  till  the  reply  came — "  Mrs. 
Clievedon  was  engaged.  Would  Dr.  Knox  report  to  Mr. 
Clievedon  " — and  as  the  maid  departed  uttered  an  exclama- 
tion that  brought  the  keen  cold  eyes  of  the  Scot  to  his  face 
with  a  swiftness  belied  by  the  indifferent  manner. 
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"  Why  certainly.  What  difierence."  He  spoke  so 
equably  that  in  spite  of  circumstances  Lewis  was  calmed. 
"  The  child  herself  has  given  all  necessary  information — 
remarkably  intelligently.    Sit  down,  Clievedon." 

The  command  rapped  out  like  a  shot,  and  Lewis  obejdng 
it  involuntarily,  the  other  came  across  to  stand  opposite 
him. 

"  You  have  no  business  with  nerves,"  he  said  abruptly. 
"  What  is  wrong  with  you  ?  The  child's  all  right  for  a 
moment  but  I  don't  want  you  on  my  hands." 

"  You  are  not  likely  to  have  me,"  Lewis  retorted.  "  I 
never  yet  heard  of  annoyance  qualifying  for  medical  atten- 
tion.   What's  wrong  with  Diane  ?  " 

Knox  stroked  his  chin  with  bony  fingers,  leaning  up 
against  the  mantelshelf  and  watching  Lewis  narrowly. 

"  A  chill  at  present ;  I  hope  nothing  more  ;  but  as  I 
am  not  quite  satisfied  I  shall  look  in  again  last  thing.  Got 
anybody  capable  of  looking  after  her  ?  " 

"  Only  the  nurse." 

Knox  dismissed  the  nurse  with  an  epithet  more  brief 
than  polite. 

"  You'll  leave  me  free  to  make  what  arrangements  I 
consider  necessary,  then  ?  There'll  probably  be  no  need 
for  them " 

"  Of  course.    She  is  not " 


" ^in  danger  ?    Not  yet.    Very  likely  won't  be,  but 

neglected  chills  are  apt  to  give  trouble.  And  you're  nervy 
yourself,  say  what  you  like.    Had  a  shock  ?  " 

"No.    Why?" 

A  shrug  of  the  shoulders  answered  him  and  no  question, 
angry  or  otherwise,  receiving  an  answer,  he  was  forced  to 
put  the  matter  aside. 

Directly  Knox  had  left,  he  went  up  to  Diane's  room 
anxious  to  see  the  child  again  in  the  light  of  the  doctor's 
words  and  she  greeted  him  with  the  smile  she  always  had 
for  him  and  a  hand  outstretched  in  languid  welcome. 
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"  Daddy,  dear — how  nice  of  you  to  come  up  again  !  she 

He  sat  down  beside  her  bed  for  a  moment. 

"  How  do  you  feel  now  you  are  in  bed  ?  "  he  said, 
scanning  eyes  and  brow. 

"  Better,  I  think.  It  is  nice  to  lie  still.  I  shall  be  quite 
well  to-morrow,  you  needn't  have  had  Dr.  Knox." 

He  smiled  at  the  amused  toleration  of  her  tone. 

"  Indeed,  Miss  Wisdom  ?  But  you  see  I  desired  him  to 
come,  without  consulting  your  wishes.  Now  do  you  think 
if  I  read  to  you  a  little  you  could  go  to  sleep  ?  " 

Her  acquiescence  was  prompt,  and  twenty  minutes  later 
he  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  her  in  a  sound  slumber, 
the  feverish  colour  in  her  cheeks  changed  to  a  more  healthy 
flush,  her  breath  coming  evenly,  the  little  frown  between 
her  brows  relaxed. 

It  was  nearly  half -past  seven  when  he  quitted  the  room, 
and  much  as  he  desired  speech  with  his  wife  he  knew  it 
would  be  useless  to  attempt  it  as  she  would  be  in  the  hands 
of  her  maid,  so  he  went  to  dress,  the  prey  to  no  very  enviable 
thoughts. 

Make  what  excuses  he  liked  for  Henriette  he  knew  in 
his  heart  of  hearts  that  she  had  been  grossly  culpable  with 
regard  to  Diane,  and  he  blamed  himself  as  severely  as  he 
blamed  her.  After  all,  Diane  belonged  to  him  as  much  as 
to  her  mother,  and  if  that  mother  were  negligent  then  did 
double  duty  devolve  upon  himself.  Knowing  Henriette 
as  he  did  he  knew  himself  blameworthy  in  not  taking 
matters  more  into  his  own  hands.  That  a  certain  delicacy, 
a  scrupulous  regard  for  the  rights  and  privileges  of  mother- 
hood had  deterred  him,  was  now  in  his  own  eyes,  no  excuse. 
Henriette  had  always  declared  herself  lacking  in  the  es- 
sential qualities  of  true  maternal  feeUng,  and  he  should  have 
accepted  the  truth  at  her  lips  and  acted  accordingly.  Now 
thanks  to  his  scruples,  or  his  slackness,  Diane  was  suffering 
in  a  way  that  would  have  been  impossible  had  he  fulfilled 
his  duty  as  he  should. 
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"  "e  blamed  himself,  too,  for  not  sending  the  nurse  away 
at  once  as  he  had  intended  on  that  first  evening  at  home, 
and  his  visit  to  Brent  seemed  to  assume  the  proportions  of 
a  crime.  The  thought  that  while  he  was  enjoying  himself 
his  httle  daughter  was  suffering  neglect,  was  intolerable. 

Just  before  dinner  he  had  spoken  to  Henriette  of  Diane's 
indisposition,  whereupon  Henriette  had  hurried  upstairs  to 
wake  her  daughter  by  her  hurried  entrance,  and  had 
descended  two  minutes  later  to  welcome  her  guests  assured 
that  Lewis  was  making  a  ridiculous  fuss  over  a  very  ordinary 
childish  indisposition. 

There  was  a  theatre-party  after  the  dinner  and  a  re 
ception  after  that ;  Knox  had  said  he  was  calling  again 
late,  and  Lewis  watching  the  stage  with  eyes  that  saw 
little  perplexed  himself  over  the  immediate  future. 
Henriette  had  found  time  to  tell  him  very  briefly  that  she 
was  quite  reassured  upon  the  score  of  Diane's  health  and 
woiild  naturally  look  for  his  escort.  He  was  pimctiUous 
always  in  the  trij&ing  acts  the  gracious  performance  of 
which  makes  so  much  for  the  comfort  of  life,  and  if  the 
child  were  really  better  he  did  not  wish  to  spoil  Henriette's 
evening. 

On  the  contrary,  he  could  not  bear  the  thought  of  being 
out  when  Knox  should  call. 

La  the  last  interval  he  telephoned  home,  found  the 
doctor  had  not  been  yet,  and  had  the  inspiration  of  going 
to  Sloane  Street  during  the  last  act.  He  explained  to 
Henriette,  who  seemed  quite  willing,  and  hurrying  off 
reached  the  house  just  as  the  doctor  was  entering. 

"  That's  luck,"  he  said,  "  I  have  been  wondering  how  to 
catch  you.  My  wife  thought  Diane  seemed  better  when 
she  saw  her.    I  hope  you'll  agree." 

They  entered  the  quiet  house  and  made  their  way  to  the 
nursery  where  Diane  lay  dozing,  Yvonne  sitting  beside  her 
in  the  dim  light ;  on  seeing  the  doctor  the  French  girl 
rose. 
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"  M'sieur,  she  is  very  feverish.  I  have  tried  that  she 
sleep." 

She  added  a  few  remarks  in  her  capable  and  somewhat 
irregular  English  and  after  looking  awhile  at  Diane,  who 
was  restless  and  very  heavy-eyed,  Knox  turned  to  her. 

"  You  seem  to  be  acting  nurse  as  well  as  maid,"  he  said 
abruptly.    "  Done  much  of  it  ?  " 

"  My  sister,"  was  Yvonne's  quiet  reply.  "  And  I  have 
to  sit  up  for  Madame.  The  little  one  likes  to  have  me 
here." 

"  So  I  see "  Knox's  keen  eyes  had  noted  Diane's 

hand  stretched  out  half -unconsciously  to  the  Breton  girl. 
"  Well,  I  should  suggest  you  had  some  supper."  He  gave 
her  a  few  directions  as  to  the  child,  and  as  they  left  the 
room  together  turned  to  Lewis  : 

"  There's  a  girl  with  her  head  screwed  on  the  right  way. 
Worth  twenty  of  that  fool  of  a  nurse  ...  I'll  have  a 
couple  of  words  with  her  alone  if  you  don't  mind." 

He  went  back  into  the  room  leaving  Lewis  to  go  down- 
stairs with  a  sense  of  impending  trouble  heavy  upon  him. 
The  drawing-room  was  unlit,  but  a  fire  burned  in  the  study 
and  he  had  but  just  entered  when  Knox  followed. 

"  Well  ?  "  Lewis  said  sharply,  "  what  is  it  ?  " 

"  I  have  just  suggested  to  the  girl  yonder  that  she  had 
better  not  attend  her  mistress  to-night." 

There  was  a  significance  in  his  tone  that  did  not  pass 
Lewis  unobserved. 

"  You  mean  ?  " 

"  That  I  am  not  quite  satisfied  as  to  the  nature  of  Diane's 
illness,  and  as  that  young  French  person  has  no  nerves  and 
a  good  deal  of  sense  I  may  need  to  rely  upon  her.  Have 
you  kissed  the  child  recently  ?  " 

"  Just  after  dinner." 

"  Well,  don't  kiss  her  again  just  yet.  Don't  look  like 
that,  man !  " 

The  clock  in  the  hall  chimed  the  quarter  before  eleven ; 
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very  soon  Henriette  would  be  waiting  impatiently  in  the 
vestibule  of  the  St.  James's  and  wondering  at  the  delay. 
The  thought  of  the  reception  and  the  gay  throng  at  the 
theatre  sickened  him  and  he  caught  Knox  by  the  arm. 

"  What  exactly  do  you  fear  ?  " 

'  Measles  aggravated  by  a  chill,  threatening  of  pneu- 
monia. I'm  not  sure  yet  but  I  shall  be  very  soon.  Has 
your  wife  been  with  her  much  ?  " 

"  Very  Uttle." 

"  That's  as  well.  She'll  probably  be  a  trifle  nervous 
about  infection.  I  shouldn't  tell  her  till  she  comes  home. 
The  girl  is  going  to  have  a  bed  made  up  in  the  day  nursery 
and  I'll  be  round  first  thing  in  the  morning.  I  shouldn't  go 
up  again  now  for  Mrs.  CHevedon's  sake." 

He  was  gone  with  a  handshake  and  a  bang  of  the  street 
door,  and  Lewis  reaUsing  the  hour  sent  for  a  cab  and  paced 
anxiously  up  and  down.  Measles  were  a  common  childish 
complaint,  yet  Knox's  manner  had  been  grave ;  thinking 
pityingly  of  Henriette's  distress  he  reached  the  theatre  as 
the  doors  were  closing,  to  find  his  wife  gone  and  a  message 
awaiting  him  requesting  him  to  follow. 

He  did  so  with  a  heavy  heart  and  in  the  American 
peeress's  crowded  rooms  sought  Henriette  for  half  an  hour 
in  vain. 

At  the  further  end  of  the  picture  gallery  he  found  her 
at  last,  in  the  centre  of  a  little  crowd  of  laughing  people 
amused  by  something  she  was  telling  them  with  a  vivacity 
all  her  own.  They  were  intimates  all,  and  as  he  approached 
he  heard  his  wife's  voice  clear  and  silvery  above  the  laughter 
and  applause. 

"  She  asks  you  to  step,  as  though  you  were  a  horse,  and 
wears  pearls — priceless  I  agree,  about  the  size  of  eggs — in 
the  morning !  " 

It  was  impossible  to  mistake  the  mimicry  that  followed, 
and  Lewis's  face  was  a  little  hot  as  he  joined  the  group  ; 
after  all  she  had  been  the  guest  of  these  people  and  her 
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ready  mockery  was  perilously  clever.  Just  as  he  was  won- 
dering how  much  further  mischief  would  lead  her,  she  caught 
sight  of  him  and  broke  off  her  narrative  with  a  sharp 
exclamation. 

"  There  he  is  after  all !  Lewis,  come  here  !  I  waited 
hours  for  you,  mechant,  and  now  am  not  disposed  to  be  very 
forgiving." 

She  laughed  into  his  eyes  even  as  she  spoke,  and  he  made 
his  way  to  her  side,  summoning  a  smile  in  return.  It  was 
hateful  to  think  how  soon  he  must  break  news  that  would 
change  the  joyousness  he  loved  into  anxiety  and  distress. 

The  others  crowded  round  begging  that  she  should  con- 
tinue to  raconte,  but  Henriette's  mood  had  changed  and 
she  turned  to  Lewis. 

"  They  annoy  me  !  "  she  said  distinctly.  "  Take  me 
away,  Lewis,  and  give  me  something  to  eat.  Not  one  of 
these  cruel  creatures  ever  gave  a  thought  to  the  fact  that 
I  was  starving." 

There  was  much  of  protest  and  laughter,  and  presently 
Henriette  found  herself  having  supper  in  a  somewhat 
secluded  corner  alone  with  her  husband.  The  fact  seemed 
to  have  a  charm  for  her,  and  she  gave  herself  up  to  the 
pleasure  of  the  moment  and  deliberately  set  herself  to 
fascinate  him  till  something  in  his  face,  control  his  expres- 
sion as  he  might,  arrested  her  attention. 

Stopping  in  the  middle  of  a  sentence,  she  looked  at  him 
intently. 

"  Lewis,"  her  voice  lost  its  low  caressing  tone,  "  what 
do  you  want  to  say  to  me  ?  " 

He  started  a  little,  but  to  protest  was  useless.  Leaning 
forward,  he  took  her  hand  across  the  table. 

"  Dear,  you  must  not  be  too  anxious,  but  Diane  is  ill — 
really  ill.  I  didn't  want  to  tell  you  till  we  got  home,  but 
you've  seen  for  yourself  something  was  wrong.  You 
mustn't  worry.  ..." 

He  knew,  did  he  stand  in  Henriette's  place,  he  would  be 
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miserable  with  remorse  and  could  not  conceive  that  she 
should  feel  difEerently ;  her  face  paled,  and  she  let  her 
fingers  lie  in  his. 

"  111  ?  "  she  echoed.  "  Why,  what  is  wrong  ?  Tell  me 
quickly." 

She  did  care  then ;  beneath  all  the  assumed  frivolity, 
beneath  all  the  carelessness  and  harshness,  the  mother-love 
was  alive  and  powerful.  Despite  his  anxiety  Lewis  felt  as 
though  a  weight  long  carried,  and  only  noticeable  in  its 
removal,  was  lifted  from  him,  and  his  eyes  showed  the 
feeling  he  could  not  express  in  words.  Eager  to  save  her 
anxiety  he  told  her  half  the  verdict. 

"  Knox  fears  measles,"  and  was  startled  by  Henriette's 
exclamation  of  dismay  as  much  as  by  the  violent  gesture 
with  which  she  thrust  away  his  hand. 

"  Measles  ?  And  you've  just  been  with  her  ?  How  dare 
you  let  me  run  such  a  risk  1  Why  didn't  you  telephone  and 
I  would  have  gone  to  Vivien's.  You  could  have  had  my 
things  sent.  You  should  not  come  near  me  after  being 
with  her." 

The  point  of  view  was  so  diametrically  opposed  to  what 
he  had  conceived  that  for  the  moment  he  was  speechless, 
and  Henriette,  profiting  by  his  silence,  spoke  again. 

"  Really,  Lewis,  I  think  you  are  the  most  inconsiderate 
man  in  the  world !  You  know  my  horror  of  illness,  and 
you  come  straight  from  the  child  to  me,  regardless  of  in- 
fection.   Perhaps  you  propose  that  I  should  nurse  her  ?  " 

Her  angry  Uttle  speech  gave  him  time  to  recover  him- 
self ;  now  at  her  last  words  he  drew  back  his  chair  and  rose 
to  his  feet. 

"  Yvonne  is  doing  that,"  he  said  quietly,  and  met 
Henriette's  blazing  eyes  with  all  the  tenderness  gone  from 
his  own. 

"  Yvonne  ?  Yvonne  ?  How  dare  you  say  such  ridicu- 
lous things  ?  Yvonne  belongs  to  me.  Nurse  will  look  after 
Diane." 
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*'  Unfortunately,  Henriette,"  Lewis's  voice  was  ice  after 
the  heat  of  his  wife's  tones,  "  Knox  prefers  Yvonne 
and  so  does  Diane.  He  considers  nurse  partly  to  blame 
for  the  child's  illness  in  insisting  on  taking  her  out  in 
the  east  wind  to-day  when  she  complained  of  feeling  un- 
weU." 

"  But  me  ?  "  Henriette  threw  out  her  hands.  "  What 
am  I  to  do  ?  Whom  do  you  propose  giving  me  in  Yvonne's 
place  ?  How  dare  Doctor  Knox  express  such  an  opinion 
with  regard  to  the  nurse  ?    As  for  Yvonne " 

"  Yvonne,"  Lewis  said  very  quietly,  "  stays  where  she 
is :  with  Diane.  I  am  more  than  sorry  to  inconvenience 
you,  Henriette,  but  on  this  occasion  I  fear  it  cannot  be 
helped.  No  doubt  we  can  find  another  maid  temporarily 
to  take  Yvonne's  place." 

For  a  moment  she  stood  facing  him,  only  her  pallor  and 
quick  breathing  betraying  her  agitation.  Then  at  his  little 
movement  to  leave  her  she  broke  into  a  torrent  of  words, 
none  the  less  passionate  because  subdued. 

One  of  her  late  audience  sauntered  up,  saw  something 
was  wrong,  and  moved  away  more  quickly,  and  Lewis 
stood  silent  and  waited  for  the  storm  to  spend  itself. 

"It  is  always  Diane,  always !  For  me  and  my  con- 
venience or  happiness  you  care  nothing !  If  I  were  ill, 
would  you  care  ?  Would  the  house  be  turned  upside 
down  for  me  ?  Of  course  not !  Did  you  care  whether 
I  was  ill  or  well  when  you  went  to  India  ?  If  you 
had  cared  you  would  have  given  India  up  and  stayed 
at  home.  It  is  unbearable  that  my  own  child  should 
take  my  place,  and  I  will  not  have  it !  I  will  not !  If 
Diane  is  ill  she  shall  have  a  hospital  nurse  to  attend  her. 
.  .  .  Diane — ^Diane — ^Diane !  I  wish  she  had  never  been 
bom !  " 

She  broke  off,  gasping  a  little,  and  moving  swiftly  to  her 
side,  Lewis  took  her  by  the  arm,  not  ungently  yet  in  a 
manner  she  was  powerless  to  disregard. 
I 
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"As  we  do  not  want  all  London  to  hear  our  troubles  I 
suggest  we  go  home,"  he  said. 

He  spoke  pleasantly,  and  was  thankful  that  she  did  not 
actively  resist  him  ;  when  they  were  in  the  carriage  five 
minutes  later  he  looked  for  a  further  outburst,  but  it  did 
not  come.  Instead,  she  crushed  herself  far  back  in  her 
corner,  and  only  when  they  passed  under  lamps  could  he 
see  her  face,  pale  and  fragile  in  the  dim  light,  turned  half 
away  from  him. 

She  let  him  hand  her  out,  and  preceded  him  into  the 
study,  where  the  wood  fire  was  burning  cheerily. 

Lewis  disUked  keeping  his  servants  up  late,  and  things 
were  placed  ready  and  left,  so  he  busied  himself  pouring 
out  wine  and  mixing  a  whisky  and  soda,  glad  of  the  excuse 
to  occupy  his  attention. 

Henriette  took  the  glass  he  handed  her,  touched  the 
wine  with  her  Ups,  and  set  it  aside,  silence  still  complete 
between  them,  for  Lewis  was  disinclined  for  his  usual  role 
of  peacemaker,  and  showed  no  disposition  to  talk. 

Outside,  a  belated  hansom  jingled  by,  and  suddenly 
Henriette  rose. 

"  Perhaps,"  she  said  without  looking  at  him,  "  you  will 
be  kind  enough  to  unfasten  my  dress,  since  you  have  taken 
my  maid  away  from  me." 

Lewis  bit  his  lip,  but  his  tone  was  pleasant  enough. 

"  With  pleasure.    You  are  ready  to  go  upstairs  now  ?  " 

"  One  may  as  well,  since  there  is  nothing  to  keep  one 
here,"  she  flashed  resentfully.  "  I  do  not  find  you  a  very 
entertaining  companion,  Lewis.  What  happened  at  Brent 
to  make  you  so  distrait  on  returning  ?  " 

The  question  was  uttered  carelessly  enough,  but  in  view 
of  the  annoyance  that  visit  had  caused  him,  it  was  enough 
to  fret  nerves  already  jarred  by  anxiety.  He  answered  her 
shortly,  and  was  surprised  when  she  broke  into  tempest- 
uous tears,  clinging  to  him  like  the  child  he  sometimes 
thought  she  was. 
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There  was  nothing  for  it  then  but  to  devote  himseK  to 
soothing  her,  never  an  easy  task,  and  nearly  two  hours  had 
passed  before  she  lay  quiet  in  his  arms,  her  riotous  tangle 
of  curls  tossed  across  the  pillow  and  his  shoulder,  only  a 
catch  in  her  breath  telling  of  the  storm  that  was  over.  He 
was  very  tender  with  her  ;  something  in  her  fragile  appear- 
ance curbed  his  naturally  hot  temper  when  deaUng  with 
her,  but  this  reconciKation  brought  him  no  rehef,  for  it  was 
plain  the  cause  of  the  trouble  still  remained,  and  he  looked 
for  a  renewal  of  it  in  the  morning. 

His  fear  was  justified ;  Henriette  woke  late,  and  the 
parlourmaid,  summoned  to  assist  in  Yvonne's  place,  had 
no  easy  time  of  it.  Lewis,  coming  down  from  the  day- 
nursery,  was  greeted  by  the  sight  of  the  girl  quitting  her 
mistress's  room  in  angry  tears,  and  was  himself  refused 
admittance.  At  ten  Doctor  Knox  gave  his  verdict — 
measles  aggravated  by  a  sHght  attack  of  pneumonia,  and 
Lewis  went  upstairs  to  his  wife's  room  hoping  he  knew  not 
what.  He  was  greeted  by  semi-darkness  and  a  moan  from 
the  bed,  and  on  going  to  its  side  found  Henriette  with 
closed  eyes  and  white  face. 

Regretfully  he  spoke — 

"  Henriette !  " 

She  did  not  open  her  eyes,  but  her  forehead  contracted 
nervously. 

"  Please  do  not  .  .  ."  she  said  half  under  her  breath. 
"  My  head  is  unbearable  .  .  .  and  there  is  no  one  to 
attend  to  me.    Please  go." 

No  word  of  enquiry  for  the  child.  Lewis  was  conscious 
of  a  dull  Little  ache  of  disappointment,  but  he  did  not  give 
it  voice.    Instead,  he  laid  his  hand  over  hers. 

"  I  am  so  sorry,  dear,"  he  said  very  gently.  "  Perhaps 
I  can  do  something.    Shall  I  bathe  your  head  ?  " 

His  touch  seemed  to  annoy  her,  for  she  moved  petu- 
lantly. 

"  No.    You  have  other  things  to  do." 


116  THE  EDGE  OF  EMPIRE 

"  No,"  he  said  patiently.  "  There  is  a  nurse  coming  for 
Diane." 

"  A  nurse  ?  "  Henriette  opened  her  eyes,  amazingly 
large  and  dark  in  her  small  pale  face.  "  Why  ?  Has  Knox 
made  up  his  mind  ?  " 

"  Yes.  As  he  thought.  The  pneumonia  is  sUght,  thank 
God." 

"  That  is  infectious  too — a  germ  at  least." 

She  lay  silent  for  some  minutes,  then  turned  her  gaze 
full  on  him. 

"  Will  you  go  now,  Lewis  ?  And  send  Emily  back  to  me. 
She  is  an  awful  fool,  but  I  must  have  some  one." 

He  obeyed  at  once.  There  was  nothing  else  for  him  to 
do,  but  as  he  sat  in  his  study  supposedly  answering  letters 
he  faced  the  fact  that  Henriette  did  not  care.  For  years 
he  had  deliberately  made  excuses  for  her,  but  now  excuses 
were  useless  .  ,  .  and  the  truth  was  no  pleasant  one  to 
consider. 

Luncheon  time  found  him  at  the  India  Office,  summoned 
there  unexpectedly,  and  when  the  important  interview 
was  over  he  had  the  meal  with  the  still  more  important 
interviewer.  Not  till  weU  after  three  did  he  reach  home, 
following  a  hurried  telephone  call  to  know  how  the  child 
progressed,  and  there  as  he  entered  an  extraordinary  still- 
ness struck  him.  Turning  to  a  maid  who  was  at  that 
moment  descending  the  stairs,  he  enquired  if  his  wife 
were  in. 

For  a  moment  the  girl  looked  puzzled  ;  then  she  glanced 
away. 

"  Mrs.  Clievedon  has  gone,  sir." 

"  Gone  ?  "  Lewis  echoed  the  word  uncomprehendingly. 
"  She  is  out,  you  mean  ?  " 

"  No,  sir.    She  has  gone  away." 

For  an  appreciable  time  Lewis  stood  absolutely  still,  then 
with  no  further  word  he  passed  on  upstairs,  entered  his 
wife's  room,  and  found  Emily  busily  clearing  up  after  the 
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business  of  hurried  packing.  At  the  sight  of  her  master 
she  rose  from  where  she  had  been  kneeling  folding  garments 
in  a  long  drawer,  and  took  a  note  from  a  small  table. 

"  I  was  to  give  you  this,  sir,  directly  you  came  in,"  she 
said,  and  resumed  her  work. 

He  took  the  note,  walking  away  to  the  window  to  read 
it ;  a  short  and  characteristic  efEusion. 

"Dear  Lewis, 

"  My  nerves  are  so  shaken  with  all  this  worry 
that  I  have  fled  to  the  country.  Donnisthorpe  is  not  very 
far  away,  and  I  wired  Aunt  Felicite  this  morning ;  so 
you  can  keep  me  informed  night  and  morning  how  Diane 
is.  It  is  wiser  to  go  away,  as  I  sufier  so  much  that  I  am 
really  useless,  and  it  is  no  good  my  getting  ill  too.  Please 
let  me  know  the  exact  news. 

"  Henriette. 

"  P.S. — I  shall  stay  at  Donnisthorpe  just  a  week  and 
then  probably  come  up  to  town  and  stay  at  an  hotel  till 
Diane  is  past  the  infectious  stage.  It  is  foolish  for  me 
to  run  into  danger." 

He  read  it  through  twice,  then,  pushing  it  into  his  pocket, 
went  out  of  the  room  and  downstairs  to  the  study.  On  the 
writing-table  work  was  waiting  to  be  done,  and  with  mouth 
and  jaw  set  grimly,  and  the  little  upright  line  deepening 
between  his  brows,  he  sat  down  to  begin. 


CHAPTER  XII 

Nearly  a  month  later  Gilbert  arrived  in  London,  having 
spent  a  good  deal  more  time  in  Paris  than  he  had  intended, 
rang  up  Lewis,  and,  fixing  a  time,  met  him  at  White's  for 
luncheon. 

Their  greeting  after  six  months  was  a  warm  one,  but  as 
they  sat  down  Gilbert  looked  frowningly  at  his  friend. 

"  You're  not  looking  at  all  fit,"  he  said.  "  What's 
wrong  ?  " 

"  Diane  has  been  ill.  Measles  and  a  mild  attack  of 
pneumonia." 

"  Really  ?    I'm  very  sorry.    She  better  ?  " 

"  Yes,  she's  beginning  to  pull  round  now,  but  it's  been 
a  very  anxious  time  of  course." 

"  Of  course.    Poor  kiddie.    And  Henrietta  1  " 

"  Henriette  is  away  at  present." 

The  tone  permitted  no  further  questioning,  and  Gilbert, 
with  one  of  his  odd  grimaces,  turned  to  the  wine-list ;  he 
watched  Lewis  narrowly,  however,  as  they  talked  during 
the  meal,  his  keen  eyes  noting  the  dragged  lines  about  the 
eyes  and  the  grim  set  of  the  mouth,  and  when  it  was  ended 
suggested  a  walk  across  the  Park  as  he  had  an  appointment 
in  Harley  Street. 

He  was  not  satisfied  with  Lewis,  and  he  meant,  if  possible, 
to  discover  what  had  changed  him,  subtly  enough  it  was 
true,  but  changed  him  nevertheless.  The  mention  of  Harley 
Street,  however,  had  recalled  something  to  Lewis's  mind, 
and  he  spoke  of  it  to  his  companion  as  they  walked. 

"  I  saw  Victor  the  other  day  and  he's  looking  ill.  Is 
anything  wrong  with  him  ?  " 

118 
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Gilbert  gave  him  a  quick  look. 

"  I've  not  seen  him  yet.  He's  been  away  from  town. 
What  seems  wrong  ?  " 

"  He  looks  played  out." 

"  I'll  look  him  up  to-night,"  was  Gilbert's  reply,  and  the 
subject  dropped. 

Later  he  went  round  to  his  brother's  rooms,  for  rather 
to  his  surprise  Victor  had  refused  to  fall  in  with  the  sug- 
gestion that  he  should  join  the  two  friends  in  Sloane  Street 
for  dinner,  perplexed  by  the  shadow  that  rested  upon 
Lewis's  home  and  by  Lewis  himself. 

Victor  had  rooms  in  ArHngton  Street  when  he  stayed  in 
town,  and  Gilbert  went  to  his  brother's  sitting-room. 

Victor  was  standing  by  the  writing-table  as  he  entered, 
seaUng  a  letter,  and  swung  round  with  outstretched  hand 
and  pleased  exclamation. 

"  My  dear  old  man,  how  good  to  see  you  !  >  How  are  you  ? 
Well  ?  " 

Gilbert  gripped  the  outstretched  hand,  smiled  his  queer 
one-sided  smile,  and  dropped  into  a  chair. 

"  I  am  always  well !  "  he  said.  "  Uninterestingly  so. 
What  a  bUghter  you  were  not  to  come  round  to  us.  Why 
didn't  you  ?  " 

Victor  squirted  some  soda-water  into  the  tall  glass  he 
held. 

"  I  didn't  want  to  turn  out  again,"  he  said  briefly.  "  Say 
when." 

Gilbert  nodded,  stretched  out  his  hand  for  the  glass,  and 
gave  his  brother  one  long  searching  glance,  frowning  a  little 
as  he  did  so,  then  with  a  scarcely  perceptible  shrug  began 
asking  and  retaiUng  news  of  other  things. 

For  an  hour  they  talked,  deep  in  comfortable  chairs  on 
either  side  the  hearth,  exchanging  information,  gossip, 
ideas,  and  all  the  while,  despite  the  seeming  careless  ease, 
the  elder  man  was  studying  the  dark  saturnine  face 
opposite  him,  noting  signs  that  were  only  for  a  doctor's 
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eye,  even  when  he  seemed  absorbed  in  some  irrelevant 
matter. 

The  clock  on  the  big  carved  writing-table  struck  eleven, 
breaking  on  the  first  silence,  and  as  the  last  stroke  sounded 
Gilbert  spoke  abruptly. 

"  How  long  have  you  been  in  pain  like  this  ?  " 

Victor  had  risen  to  get  another  drink,  and  was  standing 
back  to  his  brother.  At  the  words  the  frail  crystal  glass 
slipped  between  his  fingers  and  shivered  on  the  floor.  For 
a  full  moment,  however,  he  stood  rigid,  as  though  turned 
to  stone  ;  then  he  faced  his  brother. 

"  What  do  you  ask  me  that  f or  ?  "  he  said. 

Gilbert  had  not  changed  his  lounging  attitude,  and  all 
he  did  now  was  to  remove  his  pipe  for  a  moment  from  his 
lips. 

"  For  reasons  extremely  obvious,  my  dear  Victor — to  a 
doctor." 

Tone,  posture,  words,  were  casual  enough,  but  the  alert 
brain  behind  the  keen  eyes  was  registering  every  shade  of 
expression  that  crossed  the  ashen-white  face  of  the  man 
before  him.  Then  as  Victor  made  no  reply  he  suddenly 
laid  his  pipe  on  the  table  beside  him,  rose  to  his  feet,  and 
picking  up  a  small  table-lamp  that  stood  near,  switched  on 
the  Ught  full  in  Victor's  face.    Victor  spoke  then,  thickly. 

"  Damn  you — what  are  you  doing  ?  " 

"  Finding  out  to  the  best  of  my  abiHty  what  you  won't 
tell  me,"  Gilbert  answered  dryly.  "  D'you  think  I'm 
bhnd  ?  " 

He  put  the  lamp  down  as  abruptly  as  he  had  picked  it 
up,  switched  off,  pushed  Victor  gently  enough  into  his  chair, 
and  mixing  another  drink,  handed  it  to  him. 

"  I'd  hke  to  have  a  look  at  you,  if  you'U  let  me,"  he  said, 
and  turning  away  took  up  his  own  glass  carelessly  enough, 
but  as  he  filled  it  an  odd  little  cKnk  sounded  as  the  decanter 
jarred  against  its  edge.  The  teU-tale  sound  set  grim  lines 
about  his  mouth.    He  was  inordinately  long  squirting  in 
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the  soda,  but  when  he  turned  round,  his  hand  was  quite 
steady  again,  and  Victor's  glass  was  empty. 

"  You're  in  pain,"  he  said.  "  And  you're  frightened — 
no,  don't  say  you're  not.   I  shouldn't  beheve  it.   Besides — " 

He  broke  off,  gulped  a  mouthful  or  two  of  his  drink,  and 
set  the  glass  down  again. 

"  Have  you  seen  any  one  ?  "  he  asked. 

There  was  no  reply  for  a  moment  or  two ;  only  the 
shallow  quick  breathing  of  the  younger  man  breaking  the 
silence.    Then  he  spoke,  licking  his  dry  lips. 

"  Yes.    RawHnson." 

Gilbert  took  the  answer  with  no  visible  sign  of  emotion, 
but  with  speech  something  of  the  frozen  look  of  horror 
faded  from  Victor's  face ;  he  waited  in  his  turn  for  an 
answer,  and  as  it  did  not  come  the  mask  of  immobihty 
dropped  from  him  and  all  his  hot  Latin  blood  rose. 

"  Gilbert !  "  he  said  hoarsely.    "  Gilbert !  " 

Gilbert  took  two  swift  strides  forward  and  laid  his  hand 
on  his  shoulder,  pressing  heavily. 

"  Steady,  old  fellow,"  he  said  hardly  above  his  breath. 
"  I'm  here.    Steady.  " 

He  felt  the  shoulder  trembhng  under  nis  grasp,  felt 
Victor's  fingers  slide  up  his  hand  and  grip  his  wrist,  and 
his  mouth  worked  and  the  soft  lights  across  the  room 
blurred. 

The  old  love  of  boyhood,  before  Hfe  separated  them  so 
widely,  seemed  to  clutch  at  his  heart  with  Victor's  steel- 
hke  grasp  on  his  wrist,  and  choked  speech  in  his  throat. 
Victor  spoke  first. 

"  What  do  you  want  to  know  ?    I'll  try  and  tell  you." 

Gilbert  drew  a  long  breath,  paused  a  moment,  then, 
removing  his  hand,  strolled  across  the  room  and  picked  up 
his  pipe. 

"  A  few  things  for  my  own  satisfaction,"  he  said  in  his 
ordinary  tone.  "  First :  when  did  you  begin  to  think 
Rawlinson  was  the  man  to  go  to  ?  " 
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"  About  ten  months  ago.  The  pain  came  on  very  gradu- 
ally.   It's  only  intermittent  now." 

"  What  made  you  go  to  him  ?  " 

"  The  queer  ache  of  it  .  .  .  there  seemed  no  reason 
for  pain  at  all.  And  I  got  tired  .  .  .  and  out  of  sorts 
altogether." 

"  What  did  he  say  ?  " 

"  He  advised  me  to  wait.  I  went  again  and  he  said  six 
months  before  having  an  operation." 

"  When  is  the  six  months  up  ?  " 

"  March." 

Gilbert  grunted,  cursed  his  pipe  which  refused  to  light 
well,  and  threw  himself  back  in  his  chair  again. 

"  I  should  like  to  have  a  run  over  you,  if  you'd  let  me," 
he  said.    "  Also  tell  me  this " 

He  asked  a  few  curt  questions  which  were  purely  medi- 
cal, nodded,  and  sat  silent  for  a  while  ;  then  Victor  spoke 
again. 

"  We  shan't  be  disturbed.  You'd  better  do  what  you 
want  now." 

The  examination  was  brief  and  only  a  rather  unaccus- 
tomed pallor  beneath  the  elder  man's  tanned  skin  betrayed 
the  fact  that  this  overhauling  meant  anything  personal  to 
him. 

When  it  was  ended  he  nodded. 

"  There's  nothing  more  to  say  at  present,  of  course. 
You'd  better  get  out  of  town  though.  Why  don't  you  go 
down  to  Altonbury  ?  " 

"  I  could  not  do  that,"  Victor  said  shortly.  "  The  quiet 
would  drive  me  mad.    I'll  go  later." 

"  You  ought  to  go  there  next  month  and  get  up  strength 
as  much  as  you  can.  By  the  way,  you  want  this  kept  quite 
quiet,  I  suppose  1  " 

Victor  shivered,  spreading  his  long  fine  hands  to  the 
blaze. 

"  Please." 
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"  Right.  Now  I  must  be  getting  back.  Lunch  with  me 
to-morrow  ?  " 

"  I — I'm  afraid  I  can't,"  Victor  said  hesitatingly. 
Whereupon  Gilbert  nodded. 

"  That's  all  right.  I  shall  ring  you  up  about  half -past 
ten.  Good  night,  old  fellow.  Keep  up  heart.  I'm  not  at 
all  sure  that  I  agree  with  Rawlinson." 

He  was  gone  before  Victor  could  reply,  and  in  a  very  few 
minutes  was  walking  down  Piccadilly  as  fast  as  his  legs 
would  take  him,  mouth  twisted  with  pain,  fierce  resentment 
in  his  heart  at  the  ignorance  of  cure  that  prevailed  for  this 
most  dreadful  ill. 

He  found  Lewis  still  up  and  writing  letters,  and  quite 
suddenly  an  idea  struck  him. 

"  Look  here,  I  go  on  Friday,"  he  said.  "  Come  down 
with  me  and  bring  Diane.  You  say  Henriette  won't  be 
back,  so  you  might  just  as  well.    It  will  do  the  kiddie  good." 

Lewis  scribbled  ofi  a  last  address  and  tossed  the  letter 
to  a  pile  of  others.. 

"  It  sounds  dehghtful.    What  of  your  people  ?  " 

"  They'll  like  it.  I  shall  wire  to-morrow,  for  you  look  a 
bit  fagged.    And  now  I'm  off  to  bed,  so  farewell !  " 

He  did  as  he  said  early  on  the  morrow,  ringing  up  Victor 
to  suggest  he  joined  them,  but  Victor  refused,  so  only  the 
two  men  and  a  very  excited  thirteen-year-old  girl  set  off 
on  the  following  day. 

To  Diane  the  short  hour's  journey  was  pure  joy — with 
the  prospect  of  four  days  of  her  father's  company ;  and 
not  being  in  the  least  shy  she  looked  forward  eagerly  to 
meeting  the  brothers  and  sisters  of  whom  Lady  Thurston 
had  spoken. 

She  was  very  tired,  however,  when  the  station  was 
reached,  and  Lewis  felt  a  little  anxious  about  her  as  the 
train  came  to  a  standstill. 

"  Nearly  there  now,  dear,"  he  said.    "  Get  your  coat  on." 

He  mufi&ed  her  into  the  squirrel  coat  that  reached  her 
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knees,  gathered  his  own  belongings  together,  and  as  he 
alighted  came  face  to  face  with  Grizel,  who  had  just  greeted 
her  brother. 

"  We  are  so  glad  you  could  come,"  she  said  as  they  shook 
hands.  "  And  Diane  too.  You  look  very  tired,  dear,  but 
we  shall  soon  be  home  now.  I've  got  the  brougham  because 
of  her,  Mr.  Clievedon." 

As  they  made  their  way  to  the  station  yard  Lewis  spoke 
tentatively. 

"  Should  you  mind  if  I  didn't  drive  ?  " 

"  Would  you  rather  walk  ?  " 

"  Immensely,  if  I  might !  I'm  cramped  with  sitting  so 
long,  but " 

He  paused,  glancing  from  one  to  the  other,  and  Gilbert 
solved  the  riddle  by  putting  Diane  into  the  brougham  and 
jumping  in  himself. 

"  Well,  I  shan't  accompany  you  !  "  he  said  with  a  laugh. 
"  Diane  and  I  will  get  to  our  little  fireside.  Grizel  is  the 
walker.    She  can  show  you  the  way." 

"  I  shall  enjoy  it,"  Grizel  said  frankly.  "  Good-bye,  you 
lazy  pair.    Come,  Mr.  Clievedon." 

They  turned  up  a  narrow  road  as  the  brougham  started, 
but  not  for  some  time  did  either  of  them  speak;  Grizel, 
because  she  had  when  in  the  company  of  people  she  liked 
a  great  capacity  for  silence;  Lewis,  because  a  multitude 
of  thoughts  were  surging  through  his  brain. 

He  was  amazed  to  realise  how  pleased  he  was  to  meet 
Lady  Thurston  again,  and  as  they  swung  on  side  by  side 
he  glanced  at  her  with  the  warmth  that  had  so  surprised 
him  deepening  in  his  heart.  He  felt  that  in  some  way  this 
walk  was  advancing  their  friendship,  and  insensibly  some- 
thing of  the  weight  of  depression  that  had  bowed  his  spirits 
since  the  day  of  Henriette's  departure  began  to  hft. 

He  had  not  known  himself  how  much  these  last  weeks  of 
strain  had  told  upon  him  till  he  found  himself  walking  along 
the  quiet  road  with  the  smell  of  wet  earth  and  leaves  in  the 
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air  from  the  wood  on  the  left,  and  the  pale  blue  of  the  sky 
above  giving  promise  of  frost  to  come. 

Emerging  from  the  trees  into  a  more  muddy  road  the 
vision  of  the  western  sky  flushed  with  sunset  met  their 
eyes,  and  its  beauty,  seen  through  the  thinning  branches, 
unlocked  Grizel's  tongue. 

"  Oh,  how  beautiful !  "  she  said.  "  Look  at  those  tiny 
clouds  the  colour  of  rose.  I'm  glad  we  came  this  longer 
way  instead  of  through  the  town.    You  are  not  tired  ?  " 

The  fact  of  his  silence  suddenly  obtruded  itseK  and  she 
turned  to  him  anxiously.  "It's  damp  and  horrible  under 
foot,  isn't  it,  but  that  sky  is  worth  a  trifle  like  muddy 
boots ! " 

He  met  her  eyes  and  smiled. 

"  On  the  contrary  I  am  more  rested  than  I  have  been 
for  days." 

"  Diane's  illness  must  have  been  a  very  anxious  time," 
she  said.    "  Is  she  really  progressing  now  ?  " 

"  Yes.  But  she  doesn't  get  up  strength  much.  I  suppose 
the  time  of  year  is  against  her." 

"  And  being  in  London.  Mr.  Clievedon,  won't  you  let 
her  stay  with  us  for  a  little,  or  d'you  feel  you  can't  spare 
her  ?  If  you  could  I  am  sure  she  would  grow  stronger  more 
quickly.  The  air  is  so  good,  and  Kiki  and  Billy  would  be 
such  wholesome  companions.  Do  think  it  over.  I  beheve 
Henriette  would  trust  her  to  me." 

For  a  moment  the  temptation  to  speak  plainly  to  his 
companion  was  strong ;  Lewis  found  himself  longing  to 
talk  of  all  the  conflicting  doubts  and  questions  that  of  late 
had  thronged  upon  him.  She  would  understand,  of  that 
he  felt  certain,  and  also  she  woiild  be  able  to  give  him  a 
clear  and  sensible  opinion  about  both  the  past  and  the 
future  as  regarded  Henriette  and  Diane.  That  subtle  gift 
of  sympathetic  insight  was  hers  in  no  small  degree,  and  he 
knew  it  and  found  himself  sorely  tempted  to  ask  her  advice. 
Perhaps  he  had  been  too  hard  in  his  judgment  of  Henri- 
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ette's  conduct ;  Grizel  Thurston  was  clear-eyed  enough  to 
be  able  to  tell  him — yet  even  as  the  desire  held  him  he 
recognised  its  utter  impossibihty.  He  could  not  discuss 
his  wife  even  with  the  friend  who  so  deeply  loved  her. 

Turning  over  these  thoughts  in  his  mind  he  quite  forgot 
to  answer  the  words  that  had  led  up  to  them,  and  not  for 
some  minutes  did  he  speak  again.  Then  realising,  he  at- 
tempted vainly  to  apologise. 

She  laughed  ofE  his  words, 

"  You  were  so  absorbed  that  I  knew  I  had  started  some 
train  of  thought,"  she  said.  "  We'll  speak  of  my  suggestion 
later.    Here  we  are." 

She  rang  the  bell  and  at  that  instant  the  little  door  in  the 
big  stable  gates  opened  and  a  red  setter  pup,  lovely  and 
exceedingly  afiectionate,  bounded  out  with  a  waving  of 
fringed  and  muddy  paws  and  an  ecstatic  wriggUng  of  a 
sUm  body. 

She  sprang  for  Lewis  mutely  beseeching  him  to  allow 
himself  to  be  Ucked  and  muddied,  and  as  Grizel  pounced 
for  her  collar,  Marcel  came  round  from  the  stables,  saw  the 
predicament,  and  whistled  the  excitable  puppy  to  heel. 

"  Clievedon  !  This  is  jolly  !  Lihan  told  me  Gilbert  had 
wired  yesterday  and  that  she  had  wired  back,  but  somehow 
I  never  really  thought  you'd  come.  I've  just  been  making 
Diane's  acquaintance.  She  says  she  remembers  me  though 
she  was  only  six." 

"  You  were  in  Etona  when  I  saw  you  last,"  Lewis  re- 
torted.   "  And  I  assure  you  it  is  even  jollier  to  be  here." 

"  The  others  have  arrived  half  an  hour  ago,"  Marcel  said 
as  they  made  their  way  to  the  house.  "  Kiki  is  wild  with 
excitement  at  having  a  girl  to  play  with.  She  doesn't  look 
very  fit  though,  Clievedon.  I  told  Kiki  she  must  go  slow 
and  she  promised." 

"  That's  all  right  then,"  Grizel  said,  feehng  rather 
reheved.  "  Eaki  never  breaks  her  word.  Mr.  Chevedon, 
you  must  be  dying  for  tea.    We'll  have  it  at  once." 
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Lilian  was  waiting  to  welcome  them,  and  beside  her  was 
Gabrielle  talking  to  Diane,  the  latter  ensconced  cosily  in  a 
corner  of  a  big  settee. 

Lewis  was  an  old  friend  of  the  family,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  when  conversation  was  general  Grizel  relieved 
Gabrielle  who  she  knew  was  longing  to  talk  to  her  brother 
and  took  the  place  by  Diane's  side. 

"  You've  had  some  tea,  haven't  you  ?  "  she  questioned. 
"  You  are  looking  very  tired,  dear." 

"  I'm  afraid  I  am  rather  tired,"  Diane  spoke  poHtely, 
evidently  fearing  her  weariness  might  be  construed  a  fault. 
"  My  head  aches  a  little.  It's  only  the  train,  you  know," 
she  added  qmckly. 

Grizel  drank  her  tea  and  rose. 

"  Would  you  Hke  to  come  upstairs  with  me  to  the 
nursery  1  "  she  said,  speaking  for  the  child's  ear  alone. 
"  I'm  going  to  give  my  baby  his  bath." 

At  the  suggestion  Diane's  weary  eyes  lit  up. 

"  Oh,  I  should  love  to  !  "  she  said,  and  sHpping  her  hand 
through  Grizel's  arm,  got  up.    "  How  old  is  he  ?  " 

"  Just  a  year  and  a  half.  And  he  never  cries  in  his  bath, 
so  he  won't  tire  you.    We'll  slip  away  now." 

Lewis  saw  them  move,  and  meeting  his  daughter's  eyes, 
was  surprised  at  her  radiant  smile ;  only  a  few  minutes 
ago  he  had  been  worried  at  her  inert  pallor.  Now  he  went 
on  talking  to  LiUan  with  reUef,  but  found  himself  wonder- 
ing once  or  twice,  nevertheless,  where  Grizel  had  gone. 

It  was  Gabrielle  erJightened  him  unintentionally  by  en- 
quiring for  her  sister  a  Uttle  while  later,  and  Marcel  who 
answered. 

"  She's  gone  to  bath  the  baby,"  he  said.  "  I  expect  she 
took  Diane  with  her  because  she  thought  it  might  be  amus- 
ing. He's  a  jolly  little  beggar,  CUevedon.  You  ought  to 
see  him." 

"  I  should  like  to,"  Lewis  replied  and  glanced  at  Lilian. 
"  I  wonder  if  I  might  join  Diane  ?  "  he  said. 
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"  Would  you  really  like  it  ?  Of  course  then  !  Grizel  will 
be  immensely  flattered,  and  the  boy  looks  an  angel  in  his 
tub." 

"  I'll  take  him  !  "  Kiki  announced,  springing  up  from 
the  hearthrug.  "  Come  along,  Mr.  Clievedon.  Only  I  won't 
come  in,  I  don't  care  for  babies." 

"  Ejki ! "  Lilian  touched  the  child's  bright  hair. 
"  Suppress  yourself,  if  you  can.  I'll  take  Mr.  Clievedon 
because  I  do  like  babies,"  and  smiling  she  turned  to  her 
guest.    "  Come  then,  this  way." 

"  What  a  charming  house  this  is  !  "  he  said  as  they  went 
upstairs  together.  "  I  like  it  more  every  time  I  come. 
Gilbert  is  looking  very  fit,  don't  you  think  ?  " 

"  Very.  He  is  as  hard  as  nails.  I  don't  think  I  could 
say  quite  the  same  of  you,  Lewis.  You  don't  look  yourself 
someho^." 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders  ;  they  were  old  friends,  Lilian 
and  he,  and  had  a  warm  regard  for  each  other. 

"  I've  had  rather  an  anxious  time,"  he  said  hghtly.  "  It 
will  be  better  now.    Ah  !    We're  here." 

The  sound  of  Diane's  laugh  came  through  the  door  as 
Lihan  paused  to  knock ;  there  came  Grizel's  voice  with 
the  echo  of  laughter  in  it  bidding  them  enter,  and  they 
went  in,  Lilian  closing  the  door  behind  them. 

"  I've  brought  Lewis  up  to  see  Derek,"  she  said,  and 
Grizel  made  some  rejoinder,  but  what  it  was  Lewis  did  not 
know.  He  did  not  know  anything  save  that  the  scene  be- 
fore him  was  in  an  infinitesimal  space  of  time  stamped  for 
ever  on  his  brain. 

By  the  fire,  her  golden  hair  tumbled  in  wild  disorder 
from  the  baby's  clutches,  her  sleeves  rolled  up,  and  a  big 
white  flannel  apron  covering  her  frock,  sat  Grizel,  and  on 
her  lap,  naked,  rosy,  his  bright  curls  gUstening,  his  fat  little 
legs  kicking  and  his  gurgles  of  joy  filling  the  air  with  sound, 
lay  her  baby  son.  But  it  was  at  Grizel  Lewis  looked,  Grizel 
a  trifle  surprised  at  their  visit,  lifting  her  flushed  cheeks 
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and  laughing  eyes  in  welcome ;  and  even  as  the  colour 
drained  out  of  liis  face  so  it  seemed  to  Lewis  that  every 
drop  of  blood  drained  out  of  his  heart. 

Mechanically  he  moved  forward  following  Lilian,  and 
with  a  wild  rush  the  blood  surged  through  his  veins  once 
more  hammering  deafeningly  in  ears  and  brain. 

"  Sit  there,  Mr.  Clievedon." 

"  Daddy,  isn't  he  a  cherub  ?  " 

"  I  hope  you  don't  mind  us  coming,  dear." 

Lewis  took  the  chair  Grizel  indicated,  and  though  a 
close  observer  might  have  seen  that  his  hands  were 
trembling  there  was  otherwise  no  outward  sign  to  be- 
tray the  storm  of  emotion  that  was  surging  through 
every  nerve  turning  his  blood  to  fire  and  making  his  brain 
reel. 

Meanwhile  Grizel  was  speaking  in  some  amusement. 

"  I  am  so  sorry,  Mr.  CHevedon,  that  when  I  invited 
Diane  to  be  present  at  this  domestic  scene  it  should  not 
have  occurred  to  me  to  extend  the  invitation  to  you !  " 

"  Daddy  knows  nothing  about  babies  !  "  Diane  put  in, 
leaving  the  entrancing  cherub  for  one  moment  to  fling  her- 
self against  her  father's  knees.  "  I  expect  he  thought  I 
should  be  a  nuisance  to  you.  Lady  Thurston,  and  came 
after  me  to  see." 

Short  as  the  respite  was,  it  was  enough  for  Lewis, 
schooled  as  he  was  to  a  habit  of  self-control,  and  save  that 
his  voice  was  a  trifle  hoarse,  it  was  as  usual. 

"  Partly  that,  you  imp,  I  own ;  but  I  wanted  to  see 
Master  Derek  too." 

Grizel,  who  was  endeavouring  to  keep  a  giant  powder- 
pufE  from  her  son's  hands,  looked  up  swiftly. 

"  And  now  that  you  have,  what  do  you  say  ?  " 

Lewis  met  the  shining  grey  eyes  with  a  smile. 

"  I  echo  Diane's  pronouncement,"  he  said.  "  He  is 
certainly  a  cherub." 

She  laughed,  well  pleased,  and  caught  the  little  warm 
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body  up  in  her  anns,  snuggling  her  face  into  the  delicious 
curves  of  neck  and  arm. 

"  Yes,  bless  him  !  Diane  darling,  pass  me  the  vest  and 
that  nightie." 

Dehghted  to  be  of  service,  Diane  handed  the  little  gar- 
ments from  the  airing-horse  where  they  were  warming 
Lilian  making  some  comment,  and  Lewis  got  up  abruptly. 

"  There's  a  draught  from  that  window — the  curtain  isn't 
properly  drawn,"  he  said,  and  crossed  the  room  to  put  the 
hanging  right,  thankful  for  the  excuse  to  move. 

The  curtain  refused  to  be  instantly  adjusted,  and  when 
he  returned  baby  Derek  was  in  his  little  nightgown  and 
Grizel  was  on  her  feet. 

"  I'm  going  to  put  him  in  his  cot,"  she  said.  "  He's 
getting  drowsy.    Say  good  night  to  him  now,  Diane  dear." 

She  waited  as  Diane  pressed  eager  lips  to  his  cheek,  then 
laid  him  in  the  dainty  lace-hung  cot,  tucked  the  little  blue 
blankets  round  him,  and  bent  for  a  moment  over  his  curls. 

As  she  straightened  herself  again  Lewis  came  to  her  side, 
and  their  glances  met.  There  was  all  Grizel's  soul  for  the 
moment  in  her  eyes,  and  he  bent  hastily  over  the  sleepy 
Httle  bundle,  feehng  he  had  seen  something  that  was  not 
for  his  eyes,  and  let  his  hps  touch  the  cheek  that  nestled 
Uke  a  rose  petal  upon  the  pillow. 

A  moment  later  Grizel  had  turned  down  the  light  and 
was  leading  the  way  from  the  room,  her  face  very  grave, 
her  eyes  a  trifle  perplexed,  for  as  Lewis  raised  his  head 
from  kissing  her  Uttle  son,  she  had  seen  great  drops  of 
sweat  glistening  on  his  forehead. 


CHAPTER  XIII 

Lewis  sought  his  room  as  early  as  he  decently  could,  flung 
the  window  wide,  letting  the  cold  air  rush  into  the  quiet 
chamber,  and  sat  down  by  it,  staring  into  the  starUt  night. 

This  thing  that  had  happened  to  him  had  been  so  un- 
foreseen, so  overwhelming,  that  any  resistance  or  refusal 
of  acknowledgment  would  have  been  merely  absurd.  But 
it  was  necessary  all  the  same  that  he  should  face  matters 
without  delay,  for  all  around  was  danger,  and  he  was 
utterly  adrift. 

The  habit  of  self-control,  taught  first  in  childhood  and 
engendered  in  his  work,  had  suppressed  all  outward  expres- 
sion of  violence  in  his  nature,  but  he  had  always  known 
possibilities  of  such  violence  were  there.  He  had  known 
also  that  there  were  depths  Henriette  had  never  sounded  ; 
but  such  knowledge  he  had  put  from  him,  and  now,  with 
no  warning  nor  reason,  a  catastrophe  had  occurred,  the 
limits  of  which  could  not  be  reckoned  with.  He  was 
honest  enough  with  himself  not  to  draw  a  bUnd  as  it  were 
before  his  mental  vision ;  this  love  that  had  come  un- 
invited into  his  heart  was  no  ephemeral  passion  to  be 
gratified  stealthily  or  fed  by  miserable  covetings,  no  de- 
spicable lust.  It  was  rather  in  the  nature  of  a  blinding 
light,  flooding  his  whole  being  ;  a  thing  as  much  of  the 
soul  as  of  the  body,  the  veritable  desire  of  his  life, — and 
as  such  it  had  got  to  be  reckoned  with. 

He  wondered  if  he  had  been  to  blame  in  not  foreseeing 
danger  in  the  pleasant  intercourse  that  had  sprung  up 
between  himself  and  Grizel  Thurston,  and  knew  he  was 
acquitted.    There  had  been  no  warning  by  which  he  could 
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have  realised  his  position,  and  there  lay  the  horror  of  the 
whole  thing.  If  this  thing  could  happen  so  suddenly  and 
with  such  appaUing  strength,  wherein  lay  safety  for  the 
future  for  Grizel  or  himself  ?  For  the  moment  it  was  not 
of  importance  whether  she  cared  for  him  or  no — over- 
whelming sincerity  of  emotion  in  one  person  has  a  way  of 
infecting  others,  for  the  time  being  at  all  events.  For  the 
first  time  in  his  life  he  felt  incapable  of  trusting  his  strength  ; 
his  will  had  played  traitor  and  he  was  defenceless.  There 
then  lay  the  risk. 

Presently  his  thoughts  took  a  new  turn  and  a  more 
personal  one.  He  found  himself  going  over  all  the  hours 
which  he  had  spent  in  Grizel's  company  up  till  the  fatal 
moment  only  a  httle  while  ago,  and  in  all  of  them  he  could 
not  trace  one  incident  that  might  have  warned  him. 
Nature  had  stepped  in,  sweeping  away  all  but  the  primitive 
things  of  Hfe,  and  the  sight  of  Grizel,  with  her  son  in  her 
arms  and  that  hght  in  her  eyes  that  he  had  never  seen 
before,  had  left  him  helpless  in  the  grip  of  a  force  he  had 
refused  to  recognise. 

After  a  while  he  rose  mechanically  to  close  the  window, 
and  as  mechanically  began  to  undress ;  his  physical  self 
began  to  obtrude  its  weariness,  and  his  brain  refused  to 
grapple  longer  with  the  problem  that  seared  it.  His  move- 
ments, quiet  as  they  were,  reached  his  dressing-room,  and 
presently  Diane's  voice  called  very  softly. 

Here  was  one  familiar  fact  of  life  still  unchanged.  With 
something  of  relief,  he  took  a  candle  and  went  to  her, 
finding  her  curled  up  among  the  pillows,  sleepily  awaiting 
his  last  kiss. 

"  I  have  been  to  sleep,"  she  murmured  as  he  bent 
down.  "  Isn't  the  baby  a  darling  .  .  .  and  Marcel  .  .  . 
Marcel.  ..." 

Her  voice  trailed  off  into  a  drowsy  murmur  and  her  dark 
lashes  drooped.  Stooping,  he  kissed  her,  and  went  softly 
out  of  his  room. 
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It  was  rather  a  surprise  to  him  that  he  slept  and  slept 
well,  to  awake  with  the  sunlight  pouring  in  at  his  window 
and  to  find  Diane,  a  bewitching  Uttle  figure  in  her  scarlet 
silk  dressing-gown,  sitting  cross-legged  at  the  foot  of  his  bed. 

"  Hullo  !  "  he  exclaimed.  "  Why — ^what — Diane,  you 
imp,  how  long  have  you  been  there  ?  " 

"  Only  two  minutes.  Just  to  surprise  you."  She  climbed 
along  till  she  could  kiss  him  and  smooth  down  the  short 
crisp  hair,  then  jumped  down. 

"  I'm  not  a  bit  tired  !  "  she  cried.  "  And  I'm  dreadfully 
hungry.    Do  be  quick  and  get  up  !  " 

"  I  will  if  you'll  depart,"  Lewis  rejoined,  "  and  I'll  eat 
your  breakfast  as  well  as  my  own.  Off  with  you  !  "  And 
she  fled. 

He  dreaded  meeting  Grizel,  yet  longed  for  it,  but  the 
reality  was  not  so  disturbing  as  he  had  feared,  for  conver- 
sation was  very  general,  and  when  the  meal  was  over  she 
disappeared  for  a  while.  Gilbert  suggested  a  ride,  to  which 
Gabrielle  assented,  Kiki  begged  to  go  too,  and  on  con- 
sideration of  Diane's  presence  was  given  leave  from  lessons, 
but  was  refused  the  ride,  and  Lewis,  feeling  oddly  dis- 
inclined for  his  friend's  company,  declined. 

He  watched  them  off,  however,  then  turned  to  Marcel 
who  was  at  his  side. 

"  I  think  I  should  like  a  tramp,"  he  said.  "  Ah,  here's 
your  sister." 

Grizel,  tweed-clad  and  smiling,  came  across  the  gravel 
to  them  and  spoke  to  Lewis. 

"  Kiki  has  taken  Diane  in  hand  and  proposes  to  take  her 
out  in  the  pony  cart.  Billy  is  with  them,  and  they  wanted 
to  take  Babs  but  I  refused.  If  you  two  are  going  to  walk 
I'm  coming  with  you.  It's  such  a  glorious  morning."  It 
was  not  what  Lewis  had  intended,  but  there  was  no  help 
for  it,  and  Marcel's  company  was  an  effective  barrier  to 
any  intimate  conversation. 

Once  or  twice,  however,  as  they  tramped,  it  occurred  to 
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him  that  Grizel  was  looking  pale  and  tired,  very  different 
from  the  radiant  young  mother  he  had  seen  the  previous 
evening,  and  she  was  certainly  very  quiet.  From  noticing 
he  came  to  wondering  and  from  wondering  to  worrying, 
whereupon  a  fresh  pang  stung  him.  Her  troubles  were  not, 
could  not  be,  his ;  it  was  not  his  place  to  offer  help  or 
sjmipathy.  Before  yesterday  friendship  might  have  per- 
mitted what  a  knowledge  of  love  denied,  but  not  now. 

He  reaUsed  miserably  that  enlightenment  had  put  a  bar 
to  an  intercourse  that  had  been  very  pleasant,  and  so 
thinking  he  too  relapsed  into  silence,  leaving  Marcel  to 
make  what  conversation  he  could. 

Had  he  known  it,  the  reason  for  Grizel's  silence  was  one 
that  concerned  himself  very  nearly — a  letter  from  Henri- 
ette  suggesting  the  very  thing  that  she  herself  had  suggested 
■ — namely,  that  Diane  should  stay  on  at  Altonbury  if  it 
were  possible.  The  request  was  pleasing,  but  the  letter 
brought  back  to  Grizel's  memory  the  very  thing  she  was 
trying  to  forget,  and  now  the  old  perplexity  had  her  in  its 
grip  once  more.  Surely,  surely,  what  she  feared  could  not 
be  true ;  there  was  some  mistake ;  it  was  a  glaring  indiscre- 
tion, a  folly — Henriette  was  as  irresponsible  as  a  child  and 
dangerously  fond  of  admiration.  She  could  not  be  what  that 
miserable  episode  impUed,  and  so  for  the  rest  of  the  morning 
the  questioning  fear  stayed  with  her. 

At  luncheon  some  chance  question  of  Gabrielle's  set 
Gilbert  off  on  the  subject  of  Frontier  poUtics,  a  subject  for 
discussion  that  lasted  most  of  the  afternoon — which  had 
turned  wet — carried  on  by  the  study  fire,  while  the  rain 
lashed  the  windows  and  the  wind  whistled  drearily  in  the 
keyhole. 

"  Bore  we're  dining  out,"  Marcel  remarked  towards  tea- 
time.    "  It's  Lilian's  fault." 

"  Marcel,  don't  be  so  unjust !  "  Lilian  exclaimed  from 
her  seat  near  the  window.  "  I've  got  you  out  of  going 
twice,  and  now  you  will  just  have  to  put  up  with  it." 
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"  Where  ?  "  Gilbert  enquired,  knocking  Ms  pipe  out  on 
the  grate.    "  Brynwood  1    The  devil !  " 

"  It's  worse  than  you  think,"  the  boy  said  tragically. 
"  We  shall  have  a  bad  dinner  and  worse  music,  and  Mrs. 
Rawlinson  will " 

Gilbert  interrupted  him  sharply. 

"  Rawlinson  ?  " 

"  Yes.  He's  a  retired  judge.  She's  a  terror.  He's 
brother  of  the  famous  Rawlinson,  the  cancer  man.  He'll 
be  there  to-night.  They  came  down  to  this  part  of  the  world 
year  before  last." 

Gilbert  shot  one  swift  glance  in  Lewis's  direction. 

"  How  do  you  know  Rawlinson — ^the  surgeon — will  be 
there  ?  " 

"  Come  for  three  days'  rest.  Mrs.  R.  told  me  so  yester- 
day." 

Something  in  the  elder  man's  tone  attracted  Lewis's 
attention,  and  the  thought  of  the  gossip  anent  Victor  and 
Rawlinson  he  had  overheard  in  his  wife's  drawing-room 
just  before  Diane's  illness  flashed  in  his  mind.  He  was 
certain  that  Gilbert  had  some  reason  in  taking  particular 
notice  of  the  great  surgeon's  name,  but  no  more  was  said, 
and  Gabrielle,  entering  at  that  moment,  carried  Gilbert 
off  to  get  in  a  game  of  billiards  before  tea. 

They  drove  to  Brynwood  through  a  raging  gale  that 
roared  up  the  hillside  behind  the  house  and  sent  the  rain 
lashing  against  the  carriage  windows,  while  it  drove  the 
clouds  at  a  furious  pace  across  the  heavens  and  checked 
the  speed  of  the  big  carriage-horses  to  a  slow  trot. 

Brynwood,  a  big  bare  Georgian  house,  stood  some  four 
miles  away,  and  they  were  glad  to  reach  it.  Marcel  growling 
at  having  the  horses  out  on  such  a  Walpurgis  night,  Lewis 
curious  to  meet  the  famous  surgeon  who  was  to  be  present. 

He  found  him  a  squarely-built,  ruddy-complexioned  man, 
dark  and  clean-shaven,  looking  a  cross  between  a  mellow 
butler  and  a  very  cheery  groom  ;  he  also  found  after  dinner 
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that  he  was  considerably  interested  in  the  methods  of 
Frontier  warfare,  and  had  travelled  considerably  at  one 
time  or  another  amidst  the  Border  States  of  the  North. 

"  I've  a  young  nephew  at  Mastuj  myself,"  he  said  in  the 
course  of  conversation,  "  and  I've  often  heard  of  you  from 
him.  His  name  ?  Hurst — attached  Kashmir  Rifles.  Do 
you  think  all's  quiet  now  ?  " 

"  That's  beyond  me  to  say.  Things  appear  well.  Nizam 
is  bolstered  up  on  the  throne  and  really  isn't  doing  so  badly, 
except  of  course  that  his  weakness  is  past  praying  for. 
You  can't  trust  a  weak  man — and  of  course  he's  the  reverse 
of  popular." 

"  Yes,"  Rawlinson  surveyed  his  cigar-ash  thoughtfully. 
"  I  knew  that.  I  heard  from  young  Hurst  to-day  and  it 
seems  that  May  hew — you  know  May  hew,  of  course  ?  " 

Lewis  nodded. 

"  Intimately.    What  of  him  ?  " 

"  He  seems  to  have  had  some  request  from  this  precious 
Mehtar  asking  that  the  headquarters  of  the  resident  poUti- 
cal  agent  be  shifted  from  Mastuj  to  Chitral  itself.  Here's 
the  letter.    I  got  it  in  town  before  I  left." 

He  handed  the  scrawled  sheet  to  Lewis,  who  read  it  with 
close  attention,  a  boy's  letter  with  no  particular  eloquence 
till  the  last  paragraph. 

"  Nizam  is  scared  for  his  skin,  that's  a  sure  thing,  for 
Mayhe\V  has  just  had  a  request  from  him  asking  for  our 
residence  to  be  in  Chitral  itself.  I  can't  help  thinking 
it's  a  bit  odd,  and  wondering  if  there  is  anything  up. 
One  gets  confoundedly  suspicious,  and  I  hear  Sher  Afzul 
is  on  the  ramp  again." 

Lewis  gave  the  sheet  back,  frowning  a  little  ;  there  was 
no  cause  for  anxiety,  yet  he  felt  anxious,  a  presentiment  of 
coming  trouble  in  his  mind.  It  was  odd  too  that  young 
Hurst  seemed  troubled  also,  and,  thus  considering,  his  mind 
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went  back  to  the  country  that  presented  the  problem — the 
vast  mountains  rising  snow-capped  into  the  heavens,  the 
lower  ramps  and  shoulders  covered  with  birch  and  pine 
forests,  the  great  slopes  of  loose  stones,  and  the  Chitral 
river  rushing  and  twisting  through  the  valley  fields.  In 
his  own  opinion  it  had  been  a  mistake  ever  to  leave  Chitral 
itself  for  Mastuj,  that  wretched  mud- walled  fort  built  to 
catch  every  wind  that  blew,  and  set  amongst  the  dreariest 
salt  marshes.  Mastuj  was  too  far  to  be  of  real  use,  and  the 
sixty-six  miles  of  road  between  it  and  Chitral  was  an 
appallingly  bad  hill-track. 

If  trouble  arose — and,  despite  the  fact  that  all  was 
quiet,  he  could  not  rid  himself  of  that  odd  misgiving  that 
it  would — ^Mastuj  was  no  place  of  consequence,  serving 
indeed  as  a  link  between  Gilgit  and  Chitral,  but  ill-kept 
and  in  the  midst  of  a  bleakly  inhospitable  region ;  also 
Mayhew,  British  resident  there  for  the  present,  had  only  a 
mere  handful  of  men  with  him. 

So  absorbed  was  Lewis  in  his  thoughts  that  all  present 
surroundings  had  faded  away,  and  he  sat  on  totally  un- 
conscious of  all  about  him,  his  cigar  gone  out,  his  eyes 
remote. 

RawHnson,  after  waiting  a  while  for  some  comment  on 
the  letter,  replaced  it  with  a  little  smile  and  left  him  to 
himself,  whereupon  Gilbert,  who  had  been  watching  his 
opportunity,  came  round,  took  a  chair  next  him,  and 
plunged,  with  no  prehminaries,  into  the  matter  that  was 
occupying  all  his  thoughts. 

Faced  by  a  question  so  point-blank  that  it  could  not  be 
evaded,  the  surgeon  considered  his  reply  carefully.  His 
companion  had  transgressed  etiquette  and  was  obviously 
aware  of  the  fact,  and  as  obviously  cared  nothing.  After  a 
moment  or  two  he  spoke  again. 

"  Of  course  I  know  you  can't  give  a  certain  verdict,  but 
I  want  to  know  your  own  personal  opinion.  Are  you  sure 
in  your  own  mind  that  it's  cancer  ?  " 
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Gilbert  hesitated  for  a  second  before  the  dread  word,  but 
his  voice  was  quite  steady,  and  Rawlinson  delayed  his 
reply  no  longer. 

"  No.  I'm  not  certain,"  he  said.  "  But  I  think  so.  I 
wish  you  hadn't  asked  me,  and  I  have  no  right  to  discuss 
one  of  my  patients  with  you." 

"  Not  even  when  that  patient  happens  to  be  my  brother, 
and  he  has  told  me  that  he  has  consulted  you  ?  " 

"  No,  not  even  then." 

A  silence  fell  between  them  for  a  moment  or  two,  then 
something  in  Gilbert's  expression  made  the  other  speak. 

"  I  have  one  piece  of  advice  to  give  you.  Get  your 
brother  out  of  London.  He's  burning  the  candle  at  both 
ends  in  a  very  natural  desire  to  get  the  most  out  of  life,  but 
it's  a  fool's  game.  If  what  I  fear  proves  true,  we  shall 
have  to  operate,  and  it  won't  give  him  the  best  chance 
either  of  recovery  then  or  possible  cure  if  he's  been 
playing  the  devil  with  his  constitution.  He  wants  all  the 
strength  he  can  store  up.  Why  don't  you  get  him  down 
here  ?  " 

Gilbert's  mouth  twisted. 

"  I'll  do  my  best,"  he  replied  laconically,  and  no  more 
was  said. 

Ten  minutes  later,  Lewis,  entering  the  drawing-room, 
made  his  way  to  Grizel's  side  in  defiance  of  all  his  previous 
resolutions,  met  her  welcoming  smile,  and  dropped  into  a 
chair  close  by. 

"  What  are  you  looking  so  absorbed  about  ?  "  he  asked, 
whereupon  Grizel  told  him  of  the  suggestion  Henriette  had 
made  in  her  letter. 

At  first  he  demurred  :  "I  know  it  would  be  good  for 
her — but  there  is  Madame  Lavel's  convenience  to  be 
considered,  and " 

"  And  your  own,"  Grizel  said  quietly.  "  It  is  not  very 
pleasant  to  contemplate  parting  for  several  months."  Her 
intuition  had  told  her  what  his  words  had  only  hinted, 
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and  she  saw  the  quick  relief  in  his  face  at  her  ready 
sympathy. 

"  That's  just  it,"  he  said,  turning  a  Uttle  so  that  he 
could  face  her,  "I  see  so  little  of  the  child — and  this  year 
is  all  I  have.  When  I  come  home  next  she'll  be  growing 
up ;  I  suppose  it's  selfish  ...  I  ought  to  want  the  best 
for  her  but " 

He  broke  off  and  met  Grizel's  comprehending  glance. 

"  That's  very  easy  to  understand,"  she  said.  "  It's  just 
how  I  should  feel  with  little  Derek  ...  I  don't  think  I 
could  face  it  .  .  .  and  yet — well  there's  no  need  to  decide 
at  once,  is  there  ?  Leave  Diane  with  us  for  a  week  or  two 
and  then  see  how  she  is.   I'll  write  to  Henriette  to-morrow." 

They  had  no  further  chance  to  talk  together,  for  their 
hostess  came  across  to  talk  to  Grizel,  and  when  later  they 
were  driving  back  to  Altonbury,  Grizel  was  silent  because 
she  was  very  tired,  and  because  the  troubled  thought  in 
her  mind  would  not  cease.  If  Henriette  were  what  she 
feared,  how  would  Lewis  bear  it  ?  That  he  would  sufEer, 
and  suffer  horribly,  she  was  certain,  and  the  warm  regard 
that  she  already  had  for  him,  and  that  was  deepening 
day  by  day,  made  her  doubly  apprehensive.  Opening  her 
eyes  after  a  while,  she  glanced  across  to  where  he  sat 
opposite,  his  face  dimly  seen  in  the  Ught  of  the  moon,  and 
something  in  the  strong,  bold  features  sent  an  odd  little 
pang  through  her  heart.  Her  love  for  Henriette  was  one 
of  the  strongest  things  in  her  nature,  yet  she  knew  if 
this  were  true  she  would  find  it  hard  to  forgive  her ;  this 
was  no  man  to  throw  hghtly  aside,  no  love  to  be  easily 
discarded. 

Half  careless,  half  unconscious,  she  let  her  thoughts 
drift  between  herself  and  him.  If  she  had  married  Lewis, 
she  knew  that  no  man  on  earth  could  have  shaken  her 
allegiance  to  him,  or  marred  the  great  love  such  union 
would  have  brought — and  then  as  suddenly  as  a  physical 
thing  the  blow  fell,  and  she  saw  where  her  idle  dreaming 
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had  led  her.  Stunned,  sick,  she  shrank  back  into  her 
comer,  and  a  flying  wrack  of  cloud  hiding  the  moon,  the 
carriage  grew  too  dark  to  see  faces.  She  heard  Gilbert 
making  some  remark,  but  comprehension  was  past  her ; 
she  was  only  conscious  of  the  hammering  pulses  in  brain 
and  throat,  and  dimly  thankful  for  the  gloom  that  hid  her 
from  her  companions. 

So  that  was  what  her  friendship  was  worth  ?  That  the 
meaning  of  this  warmth  of  happiness  at  her  heart  ?  Was 
that  also  the  secret  of  her  brooding  horror  at  the  thing 
Henriette  had  done  ?  The  thought  stung  and  lashed  Uke 
a  whip,  then  passed.  There  at  least  she  was  innocent. 
She  was  thankful  that  the  noise  of  the  wind  made  con- 
versation difficult,  thankful  that  her  own  obvious  fatigue 
kept  the  others  from  attempting  to  shout  above  its  roar 
and  tumult,  and  above  all  she  was  achingly  desirous  for 
the  drive  to  end. 

Would  they  never  get  home  ?  Would  this  nightmare 
be  unending  ?  And  in  the  same  instant  came  the  un- 
bidden thought  that  she  was  wishing  away  a  pleasure 
that  at  best  could  be  transient.  At  least  now  he  was 
here,  close  to  her,  within  sound  and  touch ;  and  he  would 
be  gone  soon  enough,  there  was  no  reason  to  wish  the 
hours  to  fly  faster,  and  at  the  reahsation  of  the  truth,  shame 
took  Grizel  for  its  own,  burning  throat  and  brow,  tingUng 
in  every  nerve. 

It  had  come  to  this  then ;  while  condemning  Henriette, 
she  had  fallen  into  the  same  temptation,  and  only  perhaps 
from  lack  of  opportunity,  was  preserved  from  the  extreme 
of  similar  disaster. 

The  wild  air  tore  at  her  as  she  descended  from  the 
carriage  a  few  minutes  later,  and,  in  the  watery  moonhght, 
visible  for  a  second  through  the  scudding  rays  of  cloud, 
her  face  looked  ghastly  in  its  pallor. 

Disturbed  and  vaguely  apprehensive,  Lewis  spoke  as 
they  entered  the  house. 
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"  Lady  Thurston — are  you  feeling  unwell  ?  You  look 
very  white." 

It  was  the  first  time  he  had  spoken  since  that  dread 
moment  of  revelation,  and  at  the  sound  of  the  clear, 
decisive  tones  Grizel  caught  her  breath. 

**  I — am  tired,"  she  said  imsteadily,  "  that's  all.  Good 
night,  Gilbert ;  good  night,  Marcel.  Good  night,  Mr. 
Clievedon,"  and  before  any  of  them  could  speak  again  she 
was  gone. 

Upstairs  in  her  familiar  room,  with  the  firelight  playing 
over  its  white  walls  and  pleasant  chintzes,  all  was  peaceful 
and  inviting,  but  Grizel,  as  she  undressed  with  fingers  that 
shook,  felt  as  though  she  would  never  be  calm  again. 
When  she  was  ready  for  bed,  she  stole  into  the  night- 
nursery  where  a  nighthght  burned  dimly,  and  creeping 
noiselessly  to  the  muslin-draped  cot  looked  down  on  her 
baby  son  for  the  good-night  prayer  she  never  missed. 

It  was  too  dusk  to  see  him  clearly,  but  she  could  make 
out  the  bright  curls,  the  curve  of  a  shell-pink  cheek,  and 
the  dimpled  hands  curled  like  the  petals  of  a  rose ; 
even  as  she  looked  he  moved  a  little,  turning  his  face 
more  fully  towards  her,  and  breathing  a  long,  contented 
sigh  from  the  momentarily-parted  lips.  He  was  a  baby 
to  bring  joy  to  any  mother,  but  a  fierce  longing  was 
stirring  in  Grizel's  heart  as  she  bent  over  him.  If  only 
he  were  Lewis's  son  ! 

She  fought  the  longing  back  as  she  lay  tossing  on  her 
bed,  stifling  it  with  the  scorn  she  poured  on  herself,  and 
agonising  for  the  sleep  that  would  not  come.  One  moment 
she  lay  quiet,  nerves  exhausted,  thought  dulled  by  sheer 
physical  fatigue,  the  next  pain  assailed  her  seemingly 
twice  as  strong  for  its  brief  quiescence,  and  every  vein  in 
her  body  seemed  changed  to  fire. 

Longing,  grief,  and  shame  unutterable  had  her  for  their 
own  through  the  long  darkness  of  the  winter  night.  She 
had  condemned  Henriette,  she  I     The  reprisal  had  been 
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swift,  the  agony  was  keen.  Dimly  she  recognised  that 
she  must  not  see  Lewis  more  than  she  could  help,  and  at 
the  same  instant  knew  with  how  passionate  a  longing  she 
would  cling  to  the  few  remaining  hours  of  his  presence. 

She  was  no  young  girl  to  mistake  a  sentimental  fascina- 
tion for  the  depths  of  love,  and  she  did  not  hide  from 
herself  the  torment  that  lay  in  wait  for  her.  All  she  longed 
for  as  the  grey  dawn  crept  at  last  over  the  land,  was  for 
respite,  and  the  continued  presence  in  her  life  of  the  man 
she  loved.    Two  things  impossible  to  achieve. 

On  Monday  Lewis  was  going  back  to  town,  taking  the 
11.15  train  up,  and  immediately  after  breakfast  he  and 
Lilian  agreed  that  Diane  should  stay  for  another  fort- 
night at  Altonbury,  for  the  child  was  already  looking 
much  better  and  less  listless.  She  demurred  somewhat 
when  told  that  her  father  was  leaving  without  her,  but  the 
joys  of  country  freedom  and  Eliki's  society  were  not  to  be 
lightly  thrown  aside,  and  she  was  reconciled  when  Lewis 
promised  to  come  and  fetch  her  before  Christmas. 

Since  Saturday  he  had  hardly  seen  Grizel,  and  several 
times  he  had  wondered  if  she  were  avoiding  him  purposely, 
and  the  interim  had  given  him  plenty  of  time  in  which  to 
think  out  his  own  affairs.  The  conclusion  that  he  came  to 
was  the  only  possible  one ;  he  must  go  away  and  not  see 
her  again  before  he  went  south  with  Henriette.  That 
decision  made,  he  felt  more  at  ease,  not  because  he  con- 
templated the  future  with  any  false  hope  of  forgetfulness, 
but  because  it  was  the  only  way  of  honour,  and  as  such 
calmed  the  nerves  wearied  of  the  last  twenty-four  hours' 
strain. 

Grizel's  own  behaviour  helped  him  in  one  way,  while  it 
hurt  him  in  another.  Since  Saturday  evening  he  had  not 
had  any  conversation  with  her,  and  not  for  one  instant 
had  they  been  alone.  He  knew  he  ought  to  be  grateful 
that  it  was  so,  but  he  was  not ;  instead,  unreasonable  as 
he  knew  it  to  be  he  felt  sore  and  disappointed,  even  a  little 
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injured.  He  wondered  if  she  would  drive  him  to  the 
station,  but  when  the  dogcart  came  round  at  half-past 
ten  he  saw  from  his  window  that  it  was  Gilbert  who  was 
on  the  driving  seat. 

His  mouth  set  as  he  turned  to  go  down,  his  hard-won 
decision  not  to  give  himself  too  much  of  the  pleasure  of 
her  society  seemed  rather  unnecessary,  and  it  was  with 
something  perilously  like  a  sneer  at  his  own  struggles  that 
he  went  out  of  the  room. 

On  the  stairs  he  met  Diane,  and  the  child  linked  her 
arm  in  his  and  paced  by  his  side,  to  the  hall  where  the  family 
had  assembled  to  wish  him  good-bye.  Lihan,  Gabrielle, 
Marcel — one  swift  glance  round  assured  him  Grizel  was 
not  present. 

An  odd  httle  pang  of  disappointment  went  through  him  ; 
somehow  he  had  not  expected  her  to  be  full  of  moods  and 
fancies.  This  conduct  in  first  treating  him  as  a  close  and 
trusted  friend,  then  apparently  wearying  of  his  existence, 
was  too  perilously  like  that  to  which  Henriette  had  accus- 
tomed him. 

He  shook  hands,  stood  for  a  moment  chatting  to  Lilian 
and  thanking  her  for  his  visit,  then  Diane,  still  clinging  to 
his  hand,  went  down  the  three  steps  to  the  waiting  trap. 

"  I  don't  know  where  Lady  Thurston  is,  so  I  must  ask 
you  to  say  good-bye  to  her  for  me,"  he  said,  looking  back 
to  Lilian  from  his  seat  beside  Gilbert,  and  as  Blossom 
wheeled  from  the  door  in  her  peculiarly  aggressive  manner 
he  heard  a  delighted  chuckle  behind  him,  and  looked  round 
to  see  Diane  perched  on  the  back  seat. 

"  Aren't  you  surprised,  daddy  ?  "  she  cried.  "  We  did 
it  on  purpose.  Lady  Grizel  and  I — I'm  going  to  call  her 
that,  I  hke  it  best — —    Aren't  you  surprised  ?  " 

"  Very  !  "  he  managed  to  say,  with  sufficient  amaze- 
ment in  eyes  and  voice,  whereupon  Diane  chuckled  afresh. 

"  I'm  coming  as  far  as  the  cross-roads  !  "  she  announced. 
"  And  Lady  Grizel's  going  to  meet  me  there,  and  we're 
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going  to  have  a  lovely  walk  back  tlirough  the  woods. 
Isn't  it  jolly  ?  Oh,  and  Gilbert,  why  hasn't  Blossom  got 
a  martingale  ?  She  throws  her  head  up  enough,  doesn't 
she  ?  " 

Lewis  listened  to  Gilbert's  explanation,  conscious  of  a 
sudden  relief  as  though  a  burden  had  been  lifted  from  him, 
and  the  day's  grey  skies  seemed  lighter  and  the  air  less 
heavy  and  stagnant. 

The  cross-roads  were  at  the  foot  of  the  hill,  and  as  they 
rounded  the  turn  a  slender  figure  emerged  from  a  gate  in 
the  woods  and  stood  still ;  and  seeing  it,  Lewis's  heart 
seemed  to  stand  still  also,  and  the  full  force  of  the  calamity 
that  had  happened  broke  upon  him.  He  loved  her  and  he 
must  go  away  and  never  let  her  guess  the  truth.  All  his 
resolutions,  all  his  hopes,  even  all  his  fears,  fell  away  from 
him,  leaving  nothing  but  a  dull  ache  of  despair,  for  there 
was  nothing  fine  or  heroic  to  sustain  him,  only  the 
monotonous  commonplace  of  everyday  life. 

Blossom  pulled  up  with  a  jerk  that  nearly  sent  Diane 
headlong,  and  Grizel  came  to  the  trap's  side. 

"  I  hope  you  were  properly  impressed  by  our  plot !  " 
she  said.  "  We  think  we  managed  it  very  nicely.  You  see 
Gilbert  is  not  returning  immediately  after  seeing  you  off, 
so  Diane  couldn't  go  all  the  way.  I'm  so  glad  she's  staying. 
She  shall  come  back  quite  strong." 

After  one  quick  glance  she  did  not  look  at  him  but  gave 
all  her  attention  to  the  eager  child,  and  Lewis,  jumping 
down,  turned  also  to  her. 

"  I'm  sure  she  will,"  he  said,  "  and  the  plot  was  quite 
splendid.  Good-bye,  sweetheart.  Be  as  good  as  you  can, 
and  write  to  me  often." 

He  took  the  child  in  his  arms  and,  as  she  clung  to  him 
for  a  long  minute,  Grizel  went  to  Blossom's  side  and  laid 
her  hand  on  the  mare's  neck. 

"  Her  curb's  a  bit  tight,  I  think,"  she  said.  "  Shall  I 
let  it  out  a  hole,  Gilbert  1  " 
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To  herself  she  seemed  to  be  playing  her  part  perfectly, 
yet  she  was  aware  Gilbert's  keen  eyes  were  studying  her 
rather  intently. 

"  Yes.  Do,"  he  said.  "  Lewis,  we  must  be  getting  on 
if  you're  to  catch  your  train." 

Diane's  arms  tightened  in  one  last  hug,  then  she  drew 
back,  and  Lewis  turned  to  Grizel,  his  face  hard  with  the 
strain  he  was  putting  upon  himself. 

"  Good-bye,  Lady  Thurston,"  he  said,  and  knew  that  hia 
voice  sounded  stiff  and  unnatural.  "  I  hope  this  imp  won't 
be  too  much  for  you." 

Grizel  took  his  outstretched  hand,  formality  in  eyes  and 
tone. 

"  Good-bye,"  she  said.  "  Give  my  love  to  Henriette," 
and  with  hardly  a  farewell  glance,  drew  back  and  turned 
to  Diane. 

The  next  minute  he  had  resumed  his  place,  and  Blossom 
was  off  at  her  speediest  pace. 

It  was  rather  a  sober  Diane  that  walked  back  through 
the  wintry  air,  and  for  a  little  Grizel  felt  too  sore  and 
injured  to  cheer  her.  Lewis's  behaviour  had  hurt  her  more 
than  she  imagined  possible,  and  she  was  utterly  at  a  loss 
to  account  for  it.  Not  till  they  were  more  than  half-way 
home  did  she  reaUse  her  small  companion's  unwonted 
silence,  and  then  reproaching  herself  resolutely  put  aside 
her  own  feelings  and  began  to  talk  of  all  that  would  be 
done  during  the  coming  fortnight's  visit. 


CHAPTER   XIV 

A  DAY  of  fog,  melting  at  dusk  into  a  sooty  drizzle  not 
unmixed  with  rain,  was  closing  down  over  London,  and 
Lewis,  halting  on  the  steps  of  Brooks's,  reconsidered  his 
decision  to  walk  part  of  the  way  home.  It  was  certainly  a 
vile  afternoon,  and  the  prospect  of  exercise  on  the  slushy 
pavements  was  not  tempting. 

One  of  the  club  servants  came  up  to  ask  if  he  should 
get  a  cab,  and  Lewis  was  just  about  to  assent  when  a 
telegraph  boy  came  up  the  steps,  and  with  one  of  those 
unaccountable  impulses  that  sometimes  stir  humanity, 
Lewis  turned  to  him. 

"  Is  that  for  Clievedon  ?  "  he  asked. 
The  boy  at  once  held  out  the  orange  envelope. 
"  L.  Clievedon — ^yes,  sir,"  and  Lewis  sHt  it  open,  curiously 
certain  of  what  it  would  contain. 

Just  twenty  minutes  later  he  let  himself  into  his  house, 
and  made  his  way  to  the  drawing-room  in  search  of  his 
wife. 

Without  Diane  the  house  seemed  strangely  silent,  and 
as  he  opened  the  drawing-room  door  he  thought  for  a 
moment  Henriette  must  be  out,  for  the  room  was  unlit 
save  for  the  fireUght  which  leaped  and  danced  about  the 
walls,  then  he  saw  her  curled  up  in  a  corner  of  the  settee,  a 
cigarette  between  her  fingers,  and  at  the  piano,  Victor,  who 
had  evidently  been  playing  to  her. 

The  warm  flower-scented  room  was  delightful  after  the 
wretchedness  of  the  streets,  and  for  a  second  Lewis  halted, 
stung  a  little  by  the  contrast  and  unwilling  to  spoil 
Henriette's  very  evident  delight ;    but  there  was  no  help 
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for  it,  no  time  to  spare,  and  with  a  little  shrug  he  entered 
and  closed  the  door. 

Either  they  had  been  both  absorbed  in  the  music,  or  he 
had  been  singularly  noiseless,  for  he  saw  Henriette  jump 
and  Victor  swing  round ;  and  crossing  over  to  her  he 
spoke  as  he  sat  down  at  her  side. 

"  You're  playing — ^it's  too  bad  to  interrupt,"  he  said. 
"  Only  I'm  afraid  I  must.  Don't  go,  Victor.  It's  not 
private." 

Victor  had  got  up  from  the  piano  stool ;  now  without 
speaking  he  sat  down  again,  and  Henriette,  throwing  her 
cigarette  into  the  fire,  flung  round  on  Lewis. 

"  Bad  news  ?  "  she  demanded,  "  Lewis  !  How  horrid  ! 
I'm  sure  it  is  by  your  voice  and  the  way  you  walked — 
and  don't  try  to  soften  the  blow  or  prepare  me  because 
I  hate  people  who  do  that.  Tell  me  at  once  exactly  what 
it  is  !  " 

Had  he  been  less  occupied  with  the  news  he  had  just 
received  Lewis  would  have  noticed  the  nervous  excitabiUty 
of  her  voice,  as  it  was  he  only  thought  of  the  effect  that 
news  might  have,  as  in  answer  to  her  words,  he  spoke  quite 
quietly. 

"  There's  trouble  brewing  over  the  Border,"  he  said, 
"  my  leave  has  been  cancelled,  and  I  must  take  the  next 
boat  East." 

He  had  laid  his  hand  over  hers,  dreading  he  knew  not 
what,  and  at  his  last  words  he  felt  it  quiver.  Then  it  was 
snatched  away,  and  Henriette's  voice  came  slowly  through 
the  fireht  dusk. 

"  East  ?    To  India  ?    When  ?  " 

"  The  Iraina  sails  on  Saturday.  I  booked  my  passage 
coming  home  from  the  club."  Silence  followed  his  announce- 
ment, and  the  fire,  falling  somewhat,  sent  a  long  tongue  of 
flame  up  the  chimney,  illuminating  Henriette's  face  with 
startHng  clearness,  and  at  sight  of  it  Lewis  hardly  checked 
an  exclamation,  so  strange  was  her  expression.    As  if  he 


148  THE  EDGE  OF  EMPIRE 

sensed  his  host's  sudden  uneasiness  Victor  got  up  from  the 
piano  seat  and  spoke  abruptly. 

"  That's  rather  startling  news.  I  suppose  Gilbert  will 
be  treated  the  same.  I'll  go  round  to  him  now.  You'll 
want  to  be  alone." 

Neither  Henriette  nor  Lewis  sought  to  detain  him,  and 
when  Lewis  returned  from  accompanying  him  downstairs, 
Henriette  was  still  sitting  just  as  he  had  left  her  as  though 
half-stimned  by  what  she  had  heard. 

"  Dear,"  he  went  up  to  her  and  took  her  hands,  bending 
over  her  in  anxious  tenderness,  "  you'll  not  fret,  will  you  ? 
It's " 

His  words  seemed  to  awaken  her  from  her  reverie,  and 
she  looked  up  at  him.  Her  eyes  very  large  and  dark  in  her 
pale  face. 

"  You — can't  expect  me  to  be  pleased,"  she  said,  with 
a  little  catch  in  her  breath.  "  Do  you — do  you  really 
mean  it,  Lewis  ?    Saturday." 

He  nodded,  sat  down  beside  her,  still  keeping  her  hands 
in  his. 

"  Yes.  It  is  damned  hard  luck  for  both  of  us,  dear. 
And  it  means  upsetting  all  the  arrangements  for  Monte, 
unless  you  care  to  find  some  one  else.  Perhaps  that  would 
be  better.    Are  we  dining  alone  to-night  ?  " 

"  No.    We're  dining  at  the  Savoy  with  the  Moseleys." 

Lewis  checked  an  inclination  to  condemn  the  Moseleys 
to  perdition  and  endeavoured  to  plan  out  the  three  days 
of  his  leave  that  remained,  but  Henriette  was  strangely 
unresponsive.  It  was  she,  however,  who  voiced  the  chief 
difficulty  by  speaking  of  Diane. 

"  I  shall  go  south,"  she  told  him  later,  "  it's  a  pity  to 
upset  arrangements,  isn't  it,  and  I  do  so  hate  an  English 
winter.  I  suggested  sending  Diane  to  Grizel.  She  told 
you,  didn't  she  ?  It  is  the  best  possible  thing  for  her. 
Country  air,  the  companionship  of  other  children,  and 
Grizel's  care.    Grizel  is  a  born  mother  !  " 


THE  EDGE  OF  EMPIRE  149 

"  Yes,  perhaps  it  will  be  best  if  Lady  Thurston  is  really- 
willing  to  undertake  the  responsibility,"  he  said,  "  but  I 
must  see  her — Diane,  I  mean.    I'd  better  wire." 

"  Wouldn't  it  be  better  not  to  see  her  again  ?  "  Henriette 
suggested,  curling  herself  up  in  a  corner  of  the  couch. 
"  It'll  imsettle  her  dreadfully.  It's  bad  weather  for  her 
to  travel  up  and  down  to  town  for  a  day." 

"  I  should  not  allow  her  to  do  so,"  Lewis  said  quietly, 
"  I  shall  go  down  for  the  day  myself." 

Henriette  glanced  at  him. 

"  When  ?  " 

"  Thursday.    Gilbert  may  go  with  me." 

"  That  will  be  excellent.  I'm  glad  you  are  wilHng  to  be 
sensible  about  her.  And  .  .  .  and  I  must  go  up  to  dress 
now,  it's  getting  late." 

He  watched  her  go  upstairs  with  an  odd  disappointment 
mingUng  with  his  reUef ;  after  all  his  news  had  not  seemed 
to  upset  her  as  he  had  feared  it  would,  and  he  was  glad  for 
her  sake,  though  for  his  own  he  felt  selfishly  that  he  would 
have  been  a  little  less  lonely  had  she  appeared  to  care  a 
trifle  more. 

A  telephone  message  from  Gilbert  a  few  minutes  later 
confirmed  his  suspicions  that  there  was  serious  trouble 
afoot,  and  the  evening  was  spent  by  him  in  an  annojdng 
state  of  mental  irritation. 

From  the  dinner  party  he  went  to  his  club  and  there 
met  the  man  he  had  been  wanting  to  see,  Sir  John  Forrest 
of  the  India  Office,  with  the  result  that  he  went  home 
exceedingly  late,  his  mind  deeply  occupied  with  the 
problems  that  had  presented  themselves. 

He  went  as  usual  to  his  study  to  see  if  there  were  any 
messages  or  letters,  found  the  lights  out  and  the  room  in 
darkness  save  for  the  dull  red  glow  of  the  fire,  then  paused 
with  his  hand  on  the  lamp,  for  there  was  a  httle  huddled 
form  in  the  big  arm-chair  on  the  hearth. 

For  a  moment  he  looked,  then  moving  the  lamp  so  that 
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its  glow  should  not  fall  directly  on  her  eyes,  he  turned  it 
up,  and  going  softly  across  the  room  bent  over  the  silent 
little  figure,  speaking  just  above  his  breath. 

"  Henriette !  " 

She  stirred  but  did  not  wake,  and  it  was  evident  that 
she  was  heavy  with  exhaustion,  for  her  face  was  very 
pale  and  her  eyes  shadowed  by  tears,  while  in  her  right 
hand  she  still  held  a  crumpled  wet  handkerchief.  She 
looked  such  a  child  in  her  white  satin  wrap,  with  her  dark 
hair  curling  loosely  around  her  face  and  shoulders,  and 
the  pity  of  it  all  took  Lewis  by  the  throat.  If  only  she 
had  been  capable  of  responding  to  the  love  he  had  longed 
to  give  her !  If  instead  of  these  undisciplined  bursts  of 
passion  and  equally  undisciplined  moods  of  utter  in- 
difEerence  to  him,  or  even  her  own  good  name  and 
happiness,  there  had  been  burning  in  her  nature  the 
flame  of  a  great  love !  Pity,  remorse  that  the  strength 
of  his  own  heart  and  soul  could  never  be  hers,  and  a 
great  tenderness  for  her  filling  him,  he  bent  down  and 
kissed  her. 

She  woke  then  with  a  start,  caught  her  breath,  and 
flung  her  arms  round  him. 

"  Lewis  !     Oh,    Lewis  !     You've   come    at   last — why 

didn't   you   come   before  ?      Why "     She   broke   off 

sobbing  wildly,  clinging  to  him  and  raising  tear-drowned 
eyes  to  his,  and  he  took  her  into  his  arms  and  sat  down 
with  her  in  the  big  chair. 

"  Henriette,  dear,  hush  !  What  is  the  matter  1  What 
is  it  ?  Don't  cry  so,  I'm  here,  holding  you.  What  is  the 
trouble  ?  " 

She  buried  her  face  on  his  breast,  shaking  from  head  to 
foot,  and  it  was  nearly  half  an  hour  later  before  she  grew 
quiet  from  exhaustion,  and  Lewis  himself  was  tired  out. 
Then  she  spoke  chokingly. 

"  Lewis — don't  go  !  Oh,  don't  go  !  Resign  your  post ! 
Tell  them  you  can't  go  back!     Oh,  don't  go,  don't !  " 
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In  sheer  consternation  he  looked  down  at  her. 

"  Dear,  I  can't  do  that — ^you  mustn't  ask  me.  It's  not 
possible  as  you'll  see  if  you  think  a  moment.  But  why 
not  come  with  me  ?  You  could  be  in  Lahore,  and  come  to 
the  Hills  in  the  spring.  I'll  do  all  in  my  power  to  make 
you  happy." 

He  spoke  eagerly  hoping  against  hope  that  she  would 
consent,  for  he  could  not  rid  himself  of  a  feeling  of  neglect 
towards  her ;  but  even  as  he  talked,  he  felt  her  shrink  a 
little  away  from  him.  When  she  answered  her  voice  was 
steadier. 

"  No.  I  can't  do  that  either.  I  couldn't.  I  hate  the 
sea,  and  I  hate  India.    I " 

"  With  me  ?  " 

He  spoke  impulsively,  driving  out  the  image  of  that 
other  woman,  casting  all  on  this  die ;  and  at  the  longing 
in  his  voice  Henriette  looked  up  and  met  his  eyes. 

There  was  that  in  them  she  did  not  understand,  but 
there  was  also  a  very  hungry  tenderness  and,  looking,  a 
mist  very  different  from  her  recent  passionate  tears  crept 
into  her  own. 

"  Oh,"  she  said,  hardly  above  her  breath,  "  you  don't 
understand,  Lewis — you  don't  know.  If  you  did  I  wonder 
if  you  would  still  ask  me  to  come  ?  " 

He  was  too  used  to  her  haH-childish  mysteries  and  self- 
accusing  remorse  to  guess  that  anything  deeper  lay  beneath 
now,  but  he  did  see  a  look  he  had  never  seen  before,  and 
at  it  something  clutched  at  his  heart  and  it  seemed  as 
though  Diane's  eyes  looked  at  him  in  appeal. 

"I  should  ask  you,  whatever  I  knew,"  he  said.  "Don't 
look  Uke  that,  dear.    You  look  as  if  I  frightened  you." 

"  No,  it  isn't  you  who  frighten  me,"  she  said  slowly,  her 
eyes  still  searching  his  face.  "  What  frightens  me  is  here 
— ^in  my  heart." 

"  Do  you  want  to  tell  me  something  and  fear  to  ?  You 
needn't  be  afraid  of  me,  Henriette — don't  you  know  that 
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yet  ?  Tell  me  what  distresses  you.  We  may  not  have 
another  opportunity.    Tell  me,  dear." 

He  tightened  his  hold  on  her,  and  for  a  moment  he  saw 
a  wavering  in  her  eyes  and  her  lips  parted  for  speech ; 
then  the  look  changed,  the  colour  crept  back  to  her  face 
and  he  knew  the  confidence  was  lost. 

"  No,  .  .  .  it's  nothing.  ...  I  was  only  just  thinking. 
My  biUs I " 

She  was  telling  a  lie  and  he  knew  it,  but  there  was  no 
hope  now  for  the  truth.  Checking  a  sigh  he  rose  and  put 
her  down  very  gently. 

"  Then,  dear,  we  must  go  to  bed.  It's  after  one.  Bring 
your  bills  in  the  morning.  We'll  soon  dispose  of  that 
trouble  anyway.    Go  on  while  I  turn  out  the  lights." 


CHAPTER   XV 

A  TELEGRAM  from  Gilbert  and  one  from  Lewis  awaited 
Lilian  Lavel  when  she  came  in  from  her  morning  shopping 
the  next  day  in  company  with  Grizel,  and  she  read  them 
both  aloud,  consternation  in  her  voice  : 

" '  Leave  rescinded.  Coming  down  to-night.  Sail 
Saturday.    Gilbert.'" 

"  '  Recalled  India.  May  I  come  for  day  to-morrow. 
Clievedon.'  " 

"  Oh,  poor  little  Diane !  Grizel — what  can  be  the 
matter  ?  "  Grizel  stooped  to  pick  up  the  muff  she  had 
dropped  and  so  for  a  second  did  not  answer,  and  Lilian 
still  gazing  at  the  telegrams,  repeated  her  words. 

"  Poor  little  Diane.    The  child  will  break  her  heart." 

The  moment's  respite  was  sufficient,  however,  and 
Grizel's  voice  was  quite  steady  as  she  spoke. 

"  Something  serious  has  happened,  that  is  evident,"  she 
said  very  quietly.  "  Better  not  say  anything  to  Diane. 
Mr.  Clievedon  will  be  the  best  one  to  break  it  to  her." 

Lilian  nodded. 

"  Yes.  I  must  send  Kate  with  an  answer.  Gilbert 
won't  expect  one.  Poor  dears,  it  is  hard  !  And  for  Lewis 
too — why  his  leave  isn't  properly  up  till  next  April." 

But  although  she  had  spoken  so  quietly,  it  was  beyond 
Grizel  to  discuss  the  matter  of  Lewis's  departure,  and 
making  some  excuse  she  went  up  to  her  room  and  locked 
the  door. 

It  frightened  her  to  feel  the  storm  of  emotion  of  which 
she  was  now  the  victim,  and  her  one  desire  was  to  be  alone, 
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and  fight  this  passion  that  shook  her.  That  she  should 
love  the  husband  of  another  woman,  and  that  woman  her 
friend,  sickened  her  to  despair,  yet  it  was  true  nevertheless, 
and  the  knowledge  of  his  speedy  departure  was  anguish. 
It  was  useless  to  condemn  herself  as  wicked — the  thing 
remained  untouched  by  remorse  or  shame,  and  she  must 
face  it  once  and  for  all.  Out  of  doors  the  rain  which  had 
threatened  all  the  morning  began  to  splash  against  the 
window-pane,  and  the  rising  wind  to  whistle  mournfully 
around  the  house ;  but  Grizel  sat  on  staring  unseeingly 
over  the  gardens  to  the  western  fields,  sweet  lips  set,  eyes 
dark  with  pain.  Love  had  come  to  her  late,  and  it  had 
come  in  tragic  guise.  God  had  not  seen  fit  to  save  her 
from  this  supreme  suffering,  but  the  love  itself  was  not 
necessarily  evil — nay,  could  not  be — ^since  He  had  sent  it 
as  surely  as  the  pain  it  entailed. 

It  remained  therefore  with  her,  whether  this  unsought 
love  was  a  blessing  or  a  curse,  a  shamed  thing  feeding  on 
shameful  thoughts,  or  a  hidden  power  upholding  and 
strengthening  friendship. 

Grizel  bent  her  head  down  on  the  arm  of  the  sofa  and 
was  very  still,  fighting  temptation  in  silence  ;  for  it  came 
to  her  now  in  almost  overwhelming  force  that  she  should 
confront  Henriette  with  her  knowledge,  and  demand  that 
Lewis  be  told  the  truth. 

Could  she  let  him  go  in  ignorance  ?  Ought  she  to  let 
Henriette  continue  to  deceive  him  ?  Was  she  playing  a 
true  friend's  part  or  not  ? 

Over  and  over  again  the  temptation  assailed  her,  garbed 
in  the  form  of  a  righteous  scruple.  Was  she  not  lending 
herself  to  sin  by  hiding  what  she  knew. 

The  gong  for  luncheon  startled  her,  and  she  rose  with 
the  battle  still  undecided,  and  went  down  to  find  only 
Marcel  present,  for  both  Lilian  and  Gabrielle  were  lunching 
with  friends.  It  relieved  her  that  her  younger  sister's 
sharp  eyes  should  not  be  able  to  study  her,  and  Marcel's 
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company  was  always  welcome,  for  lie  was  possessed  of 
extraordinarily  keen  and  sympathetic  insight  with  regard 
to  those  he  loved. 

The  meal  was  a  silent  one ;  Grizel  found  herself  unable 
to  eat,  and  Marcel  did  not  attempt  to  make  conversation, 
but  after  it  was  ended  he  took  her  arm  and  led  her  off  to 
the  study. 

"  Come  and  laze  !  "  he  suggested.  "  We  can't  go  out, 
it's  so  wet,  and  I've  a  heap  of  work  to  do,  so  you  may  as 
well  sit  by  the  fire  and  encourage  me  by  your  presence." 

It  was  so  like  him  to  ask  no  questions  that  she  turned 
impulsively  and  kissed  him. 

"  Ah,  you  are  a  darling,  Marcel ! "  she  said,  "  I  envy 
the  girl  who  marries  you.  Yes,  I'll  come.  I  don't  want  to 
work.    I  just  want  to  think." 

Towards  half-past  four  the  boy  looked  up  from  his 
books. 

"  There  !  I  shan't  read  another  word  !  "  he  said  triumph- 
antly, "  and  we've  had  a  jolly  afternoon,  haven't  we  ? 
Peace  is  ended  now  though,  here  comes  Kiki !  " 

A  long-legged  vision  clad  in  an  oilskin  and  top  boots, 
stuck  a  rain-wet  face  round  the  door. 

"  HuUo,  you  two  !  "  it  said.  "  Where's  Diane  ?  Billy 
has  gone  to  the  Meads." 

"  To  the  Meads  ?  In  this  rain  ?  "  Grizel's  voice  was 
full  of  amazement.    "  What  in  the  world  for  ?  " 

"  He  had  a  bet  with  Manners  that  he  couldn't  jump  the 
moat-stream  if  the  sluices  were  up,  so  he's  gone  to  try. 
They're  sure  to  be  in  this  torrent." 

"  He'll  fall  in,  but  luckily  it's  not  much  wetter  in  the 
moat  than  out  of  it  just  now,"  Marcel  said  philosophically. 
"  Don't  look  worried,  Grizel.  Even  if  the  sluices  are  up 
for  flood  it's  not  more  than  three  feet  deep." 

Thus  reassured  Grizel  was  about  to  answer  when  some- 
one, bumping  into  Kiki,  sent  her  nearly  headlong,  and 
Diane's  voice  came  apologetically  : 
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"  So  sorry,  Kiki,  but  I  wanted  to  tell  you,  cook  says 
Susan's  got  her  kittens  !  " 

"  Oh  !  Let's  go  and  see  them !  "  was  Eiki's  instant 
rejoinder,  and  they  fled  away,  leaving  Grizel  smiling. 

"  Did  you  ever  see  such  a  change  in  a  child  !  "  she  said, 
"  and  although  she  can't  get  out  much  she  has  quite  a 
colour." 

Marcel,  putting  some  papers  away,  nodded. 

"  I  think  I  shall  fall  in  love  with  Diane  when  she's  four 
years  older,"  he  remarked.  "  I'm  serious.  I  think  she's 
the  most  adorable  child  I've  ever  met,  and  she  looks  a 
picture  always." 

But  Grizel's  thoughts  were  severely  practical. 

"  I  know  she  does,  but  no  one  but  Henriette  would  send 
a  child  to  the  country  at  this  time  of  year  with  nothing 
but  silk  stockings  and  velvet  frocks  and  furs — and  those 
smart  buckled  shoes  for  our  roads.  She  must  have  some 
warm  rough  things  like  Kiki,  and  I  shall  suggest  waders 
too." 

Whereat  Marcel  laughed  and  ceased  to  confide  his  hopes 
with  regard  to  the  small  guest. 

The  next  day  the  rain  had  ceased  and,  despite  the  late- 
ness of  the  year,  there  was  a  vivid  blue  sky  dappled  with 
white  flecks  of  cloud  and  a  brilliant  sun  ;  only  in  the 
keenness  of  the  north-east  wind  and  the  bareness  of  tree- 
branch  and  hedgerow  was  the  season  discernible.  Diane, 
who  had  been  told  of  her  father's  visit,  was  in  a  state  of 
great  excitement,  and  about  half-past  eleven  set  out  in 
Grizel's  company  to  meet  him. 

Grizel  battling  with  her  own  desires  had  suggested  that 
LiUan  should  be  the  child's  escort,  but  Lihan  was  booked 
for  a  committee  meeting  in  the  town,  and  Diane  was 
insisting  that  she  should  come,  so  they  started,  Nanny 
and  the  perambulator  completing  the  little  cortege. 

At  the  Com  Exchange  they  parted,  Nanny  going  along 
North  Street  to  order  for  cook,  and  Grizel  and  Diane 
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turning  southward,  the  child  chattering  excitedly  and 
always  about  her  father. 

They  reached  the  station  just  as  the  train  was  coming 
in,  and  Grizel  scanned  the  windows  trying  to  still  the  heavy 
beating  of  her  pulses,  a  futile  task  enough  as  she  knew 
when  she  caught  sight  of  his  bronzed  virile  face  as  the 
train  came  to  a  standstill. 

Another  moment  and  he  was  on  the  platform  shaking 
hands,  and  his  eyes  were  meeting  hers. 

"  Lady  Thurston  !  How  good  of  you  to  come.  Hullo, 
sweetheart — why  how  splendid  you  look  !  " 

There  was  real  surprise  in  his  voice  as  he  bent  to  kiss 
the  eager  child,  and  Grizel  smiled,  well  pleased. 

"  She  does  look  better,  certainly,"  she  said,  as  they 
made  their  way  out  through  the  draughty  little  book- 
ing hall.  "  We  are  walking  up,  it  is  such  a  gorgeous 
day." 

"  Yes,  isn't  it  ?  I  didn't  expect  the  joy  of  the  country 
to-day.    Is  every  one  well  ?  " 

"  Quite.    Gilbert  hasn't  come  down  with  you  ?  " 

"  No.  He's  following  this  afternoon.  You  see  he  can 
stay  the  night." 

They  talked  of  irrelevant  matters,  being  carefiil  not  to 
mention  the  object  of  his  visit,  and  Diane  chattered  all  the 
time,  her  hand  in  Lewis's,  her  face  radiant. 

Somehow,  now  that  he  was  here,  dread  of  herself  and  of 
him  fled  from  Grizel,  and  she  was  only  conscious  of  a 
serene  joy  in  his  presence,  a  sense  of  content  and  rest  very 
different  from  what  she  had  feared. 

As  for  Lewis,  all  he  knew  was  that  he  was  once  again 
with  the  woman  he  loved,  within  sight  and  touch  of  her, 
and  he  thrust  all  scruples  aside  determined  to  enjoy  these 
last  few  hours  of  her  company. 

After  luncheon  LiHan  had  arranged  that  he  should  have 
the  drawing-room  to  himself  so  that  he  could  tell  Diane, 
but  instead  he  asked  if  he  might  postpone  the  evil  hour 
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and  tell  the  child  of  his  approaching  departure  a  little 
later. 

"  I  don't  want  her  to  have  too  much  time  to  brood," 
he  said.  "  Let  her  go  for  her  usual  walk.  She  can  come 
back  about  four," 

"  What  time  is  your  train  ?  "  Lilian  asked,  pausing  on 
her  way  upstairs. 

"  A  quarter  to  seven.  Gilbert  arrives  at  five,  so  we  shall 
just  meet." 

"  Ah,  that's  all  right  then.  I  was  going  to  ask  you  if 
you'd  think  me  rude  if  I  don't  stay  in  this  afternoon.  I 
had  promised  to  go  and  see  an  invaHd  friend  before  your 
telegram  came,  and  I  don't  hke  to  disappoint  her." 

"  By  all  means  go — surely  you  know  me  well  enough  to 
waive  ceremony !  "  he  said,  "  I'll  have  a  lazy  afternoon. 
It's  a  luxury  I've  not  enjoyed  for  weeks  !  " 

Half  an  hour  later,  meeting  Grizel  in  the  hall,  he  threw 
prudence  to  the  winds. 

"  Won't  you  come  and  laze  with  me  ?  "  he  said.  "  Do  ! 
Take  pity  on  me." 

For  one  second  she  hesitated,  then  fell  into  step  beside 
him. 

"  You  don't  look  much  in  need  of  pity ! "  she  said, 
laughing.    "  You'll  probably  go  to  sleep." 

"  Sleep  ?  "  he  echoed,  and  for  a  second  let  his  eyes  rest 
on  hers ;  then,  afraid  she  might  repent  of  her  decision, 
opened  the  drawing-room  door  and  spoke  casually. 

"  This  is  the  most  homehke  house  I  know.  I  always 
think  of  it  when  I  am  in  particularly  wild  places  of  the 
earth." 

She  passed  in,  carefully  avoiding  his  eyes,  knowing  the 
risk  she  ran  yet  feeling  suddenly  desperate — she  must,  she 
would  have  this  one  afternoon  to  look  back  upon  and 
cherish,  and  surely  she  could  trust  herself  for  a  brief  hour. 

He  followed  her  across  the  room,  drew  up  a  chair  near 
the  fire,  and  held  a  cushion  ready. 
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"  This  is  charming  of  you,  Lady  Thurston,"  he  said. 
"  Is  that  right  ?  Will  you  have  a  cigarette — and  may 
I  ?  " 

He  sat  down  close  by,  holding  out  his  case,  and  she  took 
one,  and  let  him  light  it. 

"  We  are  what  Marcel  would  call  '  fugging,'  "  she  said. 
"  We  ought  to  be  out  but " 

"  Do  you  wish  we  were  ?  " 

He  spoke  deliberately,  looking  at  her  with  a  significance 
she  did  not  understand,  but  which  made  her  pulses  leap 
though  she  replied  Hghtly  : 

"  No,  it  is  nice  to  '  fug '  with  the  right  person.  Besides 
you'll  have  to  be  strenuous  very  soon  and  you  ought  to  be 
lazy  now  if  you  Hke." 

He  laughed,  knocked  the  ash  o£E  his  cigarette,  and  sat 
forward  leaning  his  elbow  on  his  knees. 

"  Yes.  I  fancy  there's  difficult  work  ahead.  I've  had 
an  odd  idea  that  trouble  was  brewing." 

Relieved  at  his  change  of  tone  she  let  her  tense  muscles 
relax  and  watched  him. 

"  So  has  Gilbert." 

"  Yes,  I  know.  I  can't  quite  see  where  it's  coming,  but 
it  will  come  all  the  same.  Still — I'm  glad  of  a  chance  of 
hard  work." 

"  You've  earned  your  leave." 

"  Possibly.  But  I'm  glad  to  be  going  back — for  some 
things." 

"  Of  course.  I  envy  you  your  work.  It  is  dull  being  a 
woman  sometimes ;  a  woman's  life  is  circumscribed  by  a 
hundred  triviahties,  and  her  mental  muscles  are  apt  to 
grow  soft." 

"  You  would  like  the  rough-and-tumble  of  life  ?  " 

"  I  would  hke  the  reahties — the  things  that  matter." 

He  nodded,  smoked  in  silence  for  a  minute  or  two,  then 
looked  at  her. 

"  Do  you  think  work  atones  for  everything  ?    Do  you 
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hold  with  that  common  idea  that  a  man  divides  his  Hfe 
into  two  neat  compartments — work — love,  and  acts 
accordingly  ?  " 

Grizel  met  his  glance  full, 

"  Doesn't  he  ?  "  she  said. 

"  It  depends  on  the  woman." 

His  thoughts  flew,  as  he  spoke,  to  the  bungalow  above 
the  Gulmarg  Road,  and  the  words  in  which  he  had  over- 
heard Mayhew  voicing  his  desires. 

*  A  brain  big  enough  to  risk  love,  a  heart  so  warm  and 
brave  that  it  will  chance  a  return,  a  nature  so  generous 
that  it  is  above  moods — that  will  just  give,  and  give  and 
give — that's  what  is  worth  having  in  a  woman.' 

Clumsily  put  enough  without  doubt,  yet  the  memory 
was  insistent.  He  threw  the  cigarette-end  into  the  fire, 
leant  forward  and  frowned. 

"  Every  man  worthy  of  the  name  dreams  of  the  ideal 
woman,  the  lover  who  is  no  less  the  comrade.  He  may 
never  reaUse  his  ideal,  but  he  retains  it  nevertheless. 
Some  few  of  us  are  lucky — most  make  a  mistake." 

"  And  the  lucky  ones  ?  " 

"  They  are  those  for  whom  marriage  was  created.  It's 
the  others  who  interest  me  most." 

For  a  moment  Grizel  made  no  reply,  then  she  looked 
across  at  him. 

"  Why  ?  "  she  said. 

His  hands  idly  touching  each  other,  locked  suddenly 
till  the  knuckles  were  white ;  his  mouth  and  jaw  hardened 
till  his  face  was  like  flint.  He  made  no  immediate  reply  ; 
getting  up  he  leant  against  the  high  mantelshelf. 

"  Ah,  you  mustn't  ask  me  that,"  he  said,  "  I — I  can't 
answer.  I  mustn't — ^you  will  never  forgive  me  and  I  shall 
never  forgive  myseK — I — I " 

His  voice  broke  without  warning ;  turning  he  stood  half- 
back to  her,  rubbing  his  open  palm  slowly  up  and  down 
along  the  shelf's  carved  edge,  his  head  a  little  bent,  his 
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figure  very  rigid.  Passion  had  come  upon  him  with 
disastrous  suddenness,  as  if  some  power  outside  and 
beyond  himself  had  taken  him  into  its  grip.  He  could  not 
think  clearly  or  attempt  to  hide  his  emotion ;  the  utmost 
he  could  do  was  to  keep  silence. 

It  was  Grizel  who  spoke  at  last,  all  the  youth  struck  out 
of  her  face,  her  voice  quite  steady  but  curiously  remote. 

"  No,  you  are  right,"  she  said.    "  You  must  not  answer." 

And  at  that  moment  he  knew  that  she  reaUsed  his  love 
for  her. 

The  wind  hurled  a  tattoo  of  rain  against  the  windows,  a 
coal  fell  unheeded  from  the  grate  and  lay  smouldering  on 
the  blue  and  white  Dutch  tiUng,  and  the  slow  tick  of  the 
old  bracket  clock  seemed  to  grow  inordinately  loud.  He 
had  torn  down  the  friendship  between  them,  he  had  lost 
almost  all  most  worth  having,  but  he  could  still  keep 
silence  ;  no  more,  only  that,  was  still  left  him,  and  with  an 
effort  that  brought  the  sweat  to  his  forehead  and  turned 
him  sick  with  pain  he  forced  back  the  passionate  words 
that  crowded  to  his  hps,  conscious  only  that  over  and  over 
again  somewhere  deep  within  him  one  name  was  forming 
itself  in  ceaseless  reiteration. 

"  God,  God,  God  !  " 

It  was  hardly  a  conscious  prayer  so  much  as  an  in- 
stinctive movement  of  the  soul — and  he  knew  he  must  get 
out  of  the  room,  now  before  his  strength  gave  way  utterly. 
Moving  mechanically  he  turned  to  the  door — and  found 
himself  alone.  The  relief  was  overpowering  ;  and  he  sank 
down  in  a  chair,  staring  bUndly  in  front  of  him. 

He  did  not  know  if  it  were  a  few  moments  or  half  an 
hour  later  when  the  door  opened  and  Gilbert  came  in, 
and  for  once  he  did  not  notice  the  quick,  searching  look 
that  the  other  man  gave  him  before  he  spoke. 

"  Hullo,  Lewis  !    AU  alone  1  " 

"  Yes,"  Lewis  got  to  his  feet,  took  out  his  pipe  and 
began  filling  it.    "  This  is  rather  unexpected,  isn't  it  ?  " 
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He  had  himself  in  hand  now,  and  Gilbert  nodded. 

"  Damnably  so.  I'm  glad  we  go  together,  but  it's 
hardly  worth  it  for  two  months  from  the  financial  point  of 
view.    Seen  the  kiddie  yet  ?    How  does  she  take  it  ?  " 

"  She  doesn't  know  yet.    I  shall  tell  her  after  tea." 

"H'm!    And  Henriette  ?  " 

Lewis  was  Mghting  his  pipe  carefully. 

"  Henriette  is  rather  upset,"  he  rephed.  "  I  have  asked 
her  to  come,  but  she  can't  face  it." 

To  this  Gilbert  made  no  comment,  but  strolHng  over  to 
the  fire,  rang  the  bell  and  ordered  tea,  then,  with  no 
further  questioning,  plunged  into  a  recital  of  his  morning's 
work  with  regard  to  suppUes  for  the  return. 

With  every  fibre  of  his  being  Lewis  was  longing  for  yet 
dreading  Grizel's  reappearance,  and  she  did  not  come  till 
after  tea  had  been  brought  in  and  Lilian  was  pouring  out : 
then,  Diane  chnging  to  her  arm  she  entered,  a  trifle  paler 
than  usual  but  quite  herself. 

"  I  hope  we're  not  too  late,"  she  said,  speaking  generally. 
"  Diane  very  kindly  came  to  tell  me  tea  was  ready.  Ah, 
Gilbert !  You  have  come  then  !  "  She  went  swiftly  across 
the  room  to  greet  him,  and  when  the  kiss  had  been  ex- 
changed sat  down  close  by. 

"  I  meant  to  catch  an  earUer  train,"  he  remarked,  "  but 
had  to  go  to  the  hospital.  Lewis  knows  what  that  means, 
don't  you,  old  feUow  ?  " 

He  turned  as  he  spoke  with  an  apparently  casual  glance 
that  saw  two  things ;  the  harsh  lines  about  his  friend's 
mouth,  and  the  very  shght  trembling  of  the  hand  that  lay 
clenched  on  the  arm  of  the  chair,  and  seeing  waited  for  no 
answer  but  went  straight  on  talking  to  the  others,  calling 
down  curses  on  the  general  slackness  of  officialdom  in 
general,  and  his  medical  board  in  particular. 

One  other  thing  awaited  Lewis,  and  that  was  the  break- 
ing of  his  news  to  his  daughter,  and  he  shrank  from  it 
till   the   last,    then,   when   every  one   was   chatting   he 
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glanced  at  Lilian,  called  the  child  and  took  her  ofiE  to  the 

study. 

Once  there,  the  door  closed,  and  Diane  looking  up  at 
him  in  some  perplexity,  he  took  both  her  hands  in  his, 
speaking  quickly. 

"  Diane,  dear,  I've  bad  news  for  you,  but  try  to  be 
brave.  •  There's  trouble  on  the  Border  and  they've  re- 
called me.    I've  to  go  at  once — Saturday." 

It  was  briefly  spoken,  but  he  knew  his  listener  and  knew 
too  the  false  kindness  of  beating  about  the  bush  ;  watching 
the  child  he  saw  the  colour — so  newly  acquired — fade  slowly 
from  her  cheeks,  saw  the  eyes  darken  and  widen,  the  lips 
qmver  distressfully,  and  seeing  felt  his  own  composure 
suddenly  weaken. 

With  a  quick  gesture  he  pulled  her  down  beside  him  on 
the  couch. 

"  Diane — don't  cry — don't.    I  ...  I  can't  bear  it " 

He  buried  his  face  in  the  dark  curls,  crushing  her  close 
against  him,  he  was  nearly  at  the  end  of  his  tether  and  he 
knew  it. 

A  moment  later  and  he  felt  Diane  disengage  one  arm, 
then  the  touch  of  her  fingers  on  his  hair,  the  tender  touch 
of  a  woman  not  a  child,  and  the  sound  of  her  voice,  shaking 
a  little  at  first  but  growing  steadier. 

"  Darling,  I ...  I  am  quite  brave.  I  know  you  wouldn't 
go  unless  you  had  to.  I'm  not  going  to  cry  .  .  .  not  really. 
I'm  too  old  now,  you  know.  Only  .  .  .  only  where  am  I  to 
stay  ?    It  couldn't  be  here,  I  suppose." 

The  gallant  efEort  steadied  him,  and  raising  his  head  he 
kissed  her  and  smiled. 

*'  Would  you  Uke  to  stay  here,  sweetheart  ?  " 

She  nodded ;  only  the  desperate  clinging  of  her  fingers 
reveaUng  how  much  her  self-control  was  costing  her. 

"  If  I  could  ...  if  mamma  would  not  object." 

"  Then  you  shall.  For  the  winter  at  all  events. 
Madame  Lavel  has  asked  you,  and — and  Lady  Thurston 
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will  mother  you  in  mamma's  stead.  Will  you  be  happy 
with  her  ?  " 

She  nodded  again. 

"  Yes.  She  is  a  dear.  She  imderstands.  I ...  I  suppose 
I  couldn't  come  with  you,  daddy  ?  " 

"  I'm  afraid  not  just  yet,  sweetheart.  But  you  shall 
come  out  just  as  soon  as  the  tiresome  old  school  is  done 
with.  Perhaps  before.  Perhaps  for  a  long  holiday  with 
me  at  Gulmarg  in  the  bungalow.  You'd  hke  that  dear, 
wouldn't  you  ?  " 

"  And  the  bluebells  on  the  Srinagar  road— oh,  daddy, 
do  you  remember  them  ?  They  were  just  a  carpet  under 
the  trees  .  .  .  and  that  dip  right  down  to  the  river,  oh ! 
ever  so  steep.    May  I  come  next  summer  ?    May  I  ?  " 

"  Perhaps.  I'll  do  my  best,  dear.  And  now  tell  me  all 
the  things  you  want  to  talk  to  me  about  before  I  go. 
Put  your  head  on  my  shoidder — that's  right." 

Holding  the  child  close  in  his  arms,  listening,  directing, 
caressing,  he  tried  to  stifle  the  pain  at  his  heart,  and  subdue 
the  passion  that  set  his  blood  on  fire  when,  despite  every 
efEort,  his  thoughts  strayed. 

When  at  last  Gilbert's  arrival  on  the  scene  warned  him 
of  the  hour's  lateness,  he  felt  almost  like  a  man  who  has 
been  physically  ill-used  and  wearied  to  utter  exhaustion. 

Diane,  her  face  still  very  pale,  her  lips  pressed  tightly 
together  to  hide  their  tendency  to  quiver,  clung  to  his  hand 
as  he  made  his  farewells,  the  expression  of  almost  desperate 
decision  bringing  out  the  likeness  between  them  in  a  most 
startling  manner. 

There  was  no  time  for  any  lingering,  Gilbert  was  going 
to  the  station  with  him,  and  M.  Lavel,  who  had  just  arrived 
from  the  blast  of  cold  driven  in  through  the  open  door, 
bid  him  good-bye  and  retreated  to  the  drawing-room,  and 
Marcel  hovered  in  the  background  watching  Diane. 

"  Good-bye,  sweetheart.  God  bless  you  .  .  .  write 
everything."    Lewis  held  the  child  closely  for  a  moment, 
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his  lips  on  hers,  then  releasing  her  he  turned  to  Grizel 
and  held  out  his  hand,  and  for  one  second  they  were  alone. 

"  You  will — take  care  of  her,  won't  you  ?  "  he  said, 
half  under  his  breath.  "  And  write  to  me  sometimes. 
Don't  think  too  badly  of  me." 

Grizel  put  her  hand  in  his  with  a  firm  close  grip,  and 
met  his  look  steadily. 

"  I  shall  never  think  badly  of  you  at  all,"  she  said, 
"  and  I  will  guard  Diane  as  I  do  my  little  Derek.  Good- 
bye." 

She  spoke  quietly,  but  in  her  eyes,  a  little  shadowed  as 
if  by  tears,  he  saw  a  look  that  stirred  all  the  courage  in 
him ;  and  his  grip  on  her  hand  tightened,  a  Uttle  smile 
softened  his  mouth  and  for  one  brief  moment  he  looked 
into  her  soul,  all  his  own  in  his  eyes;  then  abruptly  he 
turned  away  and  following  Gilbert  out  into  the  night 
pulled  the  heavy  door  to  after  him. 

Grizel  stood  quite  still  listening  as  the  brougham  drove 
away,  her  fingers  still  tingling,  her  lips  smiHng  a  Httle 
despite  the  ache  in  her  throat,  then  went  back  to  the 
study  and  paused  on  the  threshold,  for  Marcel  was  there, 
and  Diane,  chnging  to  him,  was  sobbing  in  the  utter 
abandonment  of  a  child's  despair. 


CHAPTER   XVI 

Nestled  beneath  the  shelter  of  stony  slopes  that  form 
the  southern  boundary  of  the  Gilgit  valley  is  the  oflficial 
residence  of  the  British  Agent,  a  pleasant  gabled  house 
surrounded  by  orchards  and  stretches  of  turf.  Running 
east  and  west  as  the  valley  does,  the  cold  is  never  excessive, 
and  the  summer  heats,  lasting  only  four  months,  can  be 
avoided  by  a  little  cUmbing. 

Behind  the  Agency,  barren  stony  slopes  rise  sharply  for 
some  thousands  of  feet,  but  beyond  again  are  the  real 
Hills,  towering  in  majestic  splendour  of  dazzling  white 
against  the  blue  heavens,  closing  in  the  valley  save  for 
one  or  two  perilous  tracks  and  the  only  road  to  India 
through  Kashmir. 

This  particular  January  afternoon  the  last  sparse  leaves 
of  autumn  had  long  since  fluttered  raggedly  to  the  ground, 
and  the  bare  branches  of  the  fruit  and  willow  trees  hung 
motionless  in  the  frosty  air. 

There  had  been  a  slight  sprinkling  of  snow  earlier  in  the 
day,  but  the  clouds  had  cleared  since  noon,  and  the  sun 
shone  in  a  sky  of  pale  azure,  making  the  frost  crystals 
sparkle  like  diamonds  on  the  twigs  and  gabled  roof  of  the 
Agency  house. 

Arduous  work  for  several  weeks  had  resulted  in  Lewis 
taking  a  few  hours  off  to  go  after  markhor  on  the  upper- 
most reaches  that  were  open,  in  company  with  Gilbert 
Lavel  who  was  at  Gilgit  at  the  time,  and  a  couple  of 
servants, 

A  sUp  on  a  hidden  stone  had  resulted,  however,  in 
wrenching  his  left  wrist  enough  to  put  an  end  to  the  day's 
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sport,  so  it  was  still  but  mid-way  through  the  afternoon 
when  they  descended  once  more  into  the  valley  and  tramped 
through  the  fields  to  the  Agency. 

Contrary  to  Lewis's  suspicions  all  had  remained  quiet 
since  his  return,  and  the  winter  had  closed  peacefully 
down,  sealing  the  passes  for  six  months,  and  successfully 
cutting  ofi  Gilgit  from  the  rest  of  the  world  save  for  a  tele- 
graph line  that  sometimes  worked,  and  was  more  generally 
the  plaything  of  avalanches  and  snowshdes,  despite  the 
valiant  efforts  of  the  Indian  Telegraph  Service. 

One  or  two  things  still  gave  him  moments  of  uneasiness, 
however,  one  being  the  discovery,  a  month  since,  of  a 
strong  anti-Enghsh  party  in  Chitral  itself  whither  Mayhew 
had  gone  in  December,  for  Mayhew  was  temperate  and 
rather  placid  by  nature — circumstances  which  made  his 
report  all  the  more  disqmeting. 

The  second  matter  was  one  which,  months  before  in 
Paris,  he  had  mentioned  to  old  M.  Lavel,  namely,  the 
ambition  and  restlessness  of  Umra  ELhan,  the  ruler  of  the 
buffer  state  of  Jandol  and  Dir. 

The  rue  SoHerino  was  a  far  cry  from  Gilgit,  but  the 
discussion  then  had  marked  out  the  true  points  for  un- 
easiness. 

The  passion  for  buffer  states  which  thrives  in  the  heart 
of  British  Foreign  Offices,  London  or  Indian,  is  improved 
upon  still  more  at  times  by  the  Indian  Frontier  Authorities, 
who  erect  subordinate  buffer  states  in  their  turn — which 
complicates  Frontier  poHtics  and  occasionally  demands 
Frontier  blood. 

Umra  Khan  belonged  to  one  of  these  subordinate  buffer 
states,  and  having  been  at  first  encouraged  and  then 
gradually  suppressed,  was  naturally,  perhaps,  a  little  sore 
over  his  treatment.  Then,  a  British  decision  arrived  at 
after  a  certain  mission,  that  the  little  Khanate  of  Asmar, 
formerly  taken  by  him  and  then  seized  by  the  Amir 
should  remain  in  the  latter's  care,  finally  estranged  him. 
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and  he  became  extremely  incensed  against  the  British 
authorities.  More  incensed  than  he  had  even  been  against 
the  Amir  whom  he  quite  naturally  detested. 

The  fact  that  the  British  raj  had  saved  him  from 
destruction  at  the  Amir's  hands  not  long  previously,  and 
had  also  protected  him  from  the  Mehtars  of  Chitral  who 
were  desirous  of  annexing  Dir  on  a  pretext  of  giving  it 
to  its  late  chief,  was  easily  forgotten,  and  Umra  Khan 
was  ready  to  make  trouble. 

Lewis,  therefore,  had  had  plenty  to  occupy  his  mind, 
and  it  had  resulted  in  his  giving  Mayhew  precise  instructions 
to  summon  his  escort  from  Mastuj  if  trouble  se^ed 
imminent ;  and  hehad  also  sent  the  senior  British  officer, 
Sinclair,  to  repair  a  very  bad  stretch  of  ice-covered  road 
near  Yasin  so  that  a  reinforcement  could  in  its  turn  be 
hurried  to  Mastuj. 

With  regard  to  troops,  the  Kashmir  riflemen  gave  him  a 
good  deal  of  anxiety  as  they  were  badly  instructed  in 
musketry  despite  Sinclair's  repeated  appUcations  for 
targets,  but  the  thirty-three  men  of  the  14th  Sikhs  were  a 
tower  of  strength  as  ever.  The  great  drawback  was  that 
there  were  no  guns — and  guns  would  have  been  invaluable 
should  fighting  begin.  However,  he  decided  that  he  was 
probably  disquieting  himself  in  vain,  and  he  went  to  his 
study  as  the  winter  darkness  fell  and  gave  his  mind  to  the 
writing  of  a  report  to  headquarters. 

The  Christmas  gathering  at  the  Agency  had  not  yet 
broken  up,  two  of  its  members  being  delayed  from  return- 
ing to  their  respective  posts  by  a  particularly  violent 
bUzzard  on  the  eastern  hills,  consequently  Lewis  found 
himself  with  seven  guests,  six  of  them  British  officers,  the 
seventh  an  elderly  Sikh,  General  Baj  Singh,  who,  while 
not  actually  staying  at  the  Agency,  was  nevertheless  the 
British  Agent's  guest. 

Dinner  was  at  eight,  and  at  a  quarter  to  Lewis  emerged 
from  his  bedroom  and  joined  the  others,  who  were  grouped 
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round  the  stove  discussing  the  day's  sport  and  incidentally 
tlie  chance  of  the  mail-runners  getting  through. 

"  No  earthly  chance,"  was  Gilbert  Lavel's  verdict,  and 
others  of  the  older  men  agreed. 

"  That  bhzzard  on  Tuesday  would  block  the  track  for 
at  least  a  week." 

"  Telegrams  ?  There's  not  a  wire  left  between  here  and 
India " 


"  You  always  were  an  old  pessimist " 

"  HuUo,  Pir  Khan  ?    What  is  it  ?  " 

Lewis's  Pathan  body-servant  stood  in  the  doorway,  the 
desultory  conversation  went  on,  only  Gilbert  sauntering 
across  to  his  friend. 

"  Messenger  from  Yasin  ?  What  the  devil  about  ?  "  he 
asked ;  as  the  Pathan  deUvered  the  message  Lewis  went  to 
the  door. 

"  Excuse  me  while  I  see  the  man,"  he  said,  and  quitted 
the  room,  to  return  ten  minutes  later  and  close  the  door 
carefully. 

They  all  glanced  round  at  the  sound  as  men  do  when 
conversation  is  only  a  means  of  killing  time,  and  at  the  look 
on  his  face  every  man  present  knew  something  unforeseen 
had  happened. 

Lewis  did  not  keep  them  waiting. 

"  A  man  has  been  sent  from  Yasin  and  I  see  no  reason 
to  discredit  his  news,"  he  said,  "  Nizam-ul-Mulk  has  been 
accidentally  shot  by  his  half-brother,  Amir-ul-Mulk,  while 
out  hawking." 

"  What  ?  " 

"  Accidentally !  " 

"Good  God!    Mayhew  !  " 

Lewis  turned  sharply  to  the  last  speaker,  Sutton. 

"  That's  it— Mayhew,"  he  said.  "  Mayhew  is  in  Chitral 
with  eight  Sikhs." 

After  the  first  exclamation  no  one  spoke  for  a  little, 
each  man  busily  turning  over  the  news  he  had  just  learnt. 
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The  position  was  serious  in  the  extreme,  for  at  one  blow 
Amir-ul-Mulk,  an  ill-conditioned  youth,  half-brother  to 
Nizam,  and  with  the  reputation  of  a  half-wit,  had  shattered 
the  fabric  that  had  taken  the  Government  two  years  to 
build.  There  was  no  telling  what  effect  the  murder  might 
have  on  the  populace,  or  how  they  might  regard  the  solitary 
EngUsh  officer  in  their  midst — the  anti-English  feeling  had 
been  strong  in  December,  and  Mayhew  had  mentioned  it 
officially  more  than  once. 

Presently  Gilbert  spoke. 

"  Fisher  is  more  or  less  safe  at  Mastuj,  I  suppose,"  he 
said,  more  to  himself  than  to  any  of  the  others.  "  He's 
a  decent  number  of  troops  with  him." 

"  Yes,  if  they're  reUable,"  Sutton  said  grimly.  "  Kash- 
miris !    You  know  what  they're  worth." 

"  He's  got  some  Sikhs  too,  and  anyhow  you'd  better  not 
let  Sinclair  hear  you  say  a  thing  like  that !  "  Gilbert 
remarked.    "  He  swears  by  his  men." 

"  Couldn't  hit  a  haystack,"  grumbled  a  youthful  sub- 
altern, by  name  Hurst — Rawlinson's  nephew.  "  Took  a 
squad  out  last  week  and " 

"  Don't  run  down  your  own  men,  my  son,"  Sutton  said, 
some  asperity  in  his  tone.  "  Anyhow,  Lavel,  Fisher's 
considerably  nearer  us  and  in  a  fairly  safe  district.  Also 
Mastuj  Fort  is  possible  at  a  pinch." 

"  He  must  have  heard.    Funny  he's  not  written." 

"  Road  blocked,"  Lewis  said  briefly,  looking  up  from  a 
note  he  was  scribbling.    "  Anyway  I'll  lose  no  time." 

He  was  as  good  as  his  word,  and  reinforcements  were 
hurried  five  marches  distant  to  Gupis,  and  hard-riding 
estafettes  raced  thither  with  instructions  for  local  men  to 
be  despatched  to  Mastuj  both  by  the  usual  road  and 
across  the  hills  also — the  latter  being  necessary  in  case,  as 
Lewis  had  said,  the  roads  were  blocked. 

He  slept  httle  that  night,  and  all  the  next  day  anxiety 
reigned  at  the  Agency,  for  no  news  had  come  through  from 
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May  hew,  and  rumour  was  rife.  At  the  mess,  conversation 
flagged  and  finally  died  down  altogether,  so  acute  was  the 
sense  of  calamity  weighing  on  every  one,  for  Mayhew 
possessed  the  affection  as  well  as  the  respect  of  his  fellow 
ofl&cers  and  the  danger  of  his  position  was  extreme. 

The  following  evening,  however,  came  relief  in  the  shape 
of  a  letter  from  Chitral,  arriving  just  as  mess  was  over. 

Pir  Khan  brought  it  in  solemnly,  handed  it  to  Lewis 
and  retired,  and  Lewis  glanced  at  the  writing,  uttered  an 
exclamation  of  relief  that  was  almost  a  shout. 

"  Mayhew  himself  !    Thank  God  !  " 

They  all  crowded  round,  dragging  their  chairs  close, 
eager  to  hear  every  word,  and  Lewis  proceeded  to  read 
Mayhew's  letter  aloud,  amidst  endless  exclamations  and 
comments  on  its  contents. 

The  letter  was  undisturbed  and  placid  like  Mayhew 
himself,  almost  casual,  as  if  the  writer  had  httle  idea  of 
his  own  danger,  if  any. 

"  '  Nizam  had  gone  off  hawking  to  Broz — ^it's  ten  miles 

below  Chitral  as  some  of  you  fellows  know '  "  Lewis 

read.  "  *  And  he'd  ridden  up  a  hillock  to  watch  his  falcons 
work;  after  a  bit  he'd  had  enough  of  it  apparently,  and 
was  going  to  ride  down  when  his  turban  came  unfastened, 
and  while  one  of  his  servants  held  his  beast  he  put  up 
both  hands  to  arrange  it.  Amir — damn  him,  was  just 
behind  with  a  servant  and  promptly  gave  the  latter  the 
word.  He'd  a  loaded  Snider  hidden  under  his  robe,  and 
he  pulled  it  out  and  shot  Nizam  through  the  back. 

" '  Nizam  fell,  shouting  for  help  and  tried  to  fire  his 
revolver,  and  just  as  his  own  men  were  going  to  pull  down 
the  murderer,  what  does  Amir  do  but  ride  forward  and 
say  Nizam  had  been  shot  by  his  orders.  One  servant 
stayed  by  Nizam,  but  the  poor  devil  only  lasted  a  few 
minutes.  Nice  brotherly  conduct,  isn't  it  ?  Nizam  was  a 
weak  fool,  but  after  all  he  stuck  to  us  pretty  well.  Of 
course  as  luck  would  have  it  I  was  up  a  ravine  shooting. 
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and  equally,  of  course,  had  my  day's  sport  spoiled.  Again 
damn  Amir.  I  bolted  back  and  read  the  instructions  you 
left  in  event  of  trouble,  and  I'm  hanged  if  Amir  didn't 
ask  for  an  interview,  and  arrived  pale  and  shaky  and 
scared  out  of  his  wretched  wits  at  his  success. 

"  '  He  was  horribly  frightened  and  ready  for  trouble, 
but  my  Sikhs  behaved  gorgeously,  and  if  there'd  been  a 
row — well  we'd  have  paid  'em  something  before  we  were 
finished.  I've  sent  for  fifty  Sikhs  from  Mastuj,  and  I  told 
him  I  couldn't  recognise  him  as  Mehtar  without  reference 
to  you.  Hope  he  lets  this  epistle  through.  Of  course 
Nizam  was  unspeakable,  but  now  it's  a  question  of  "  out 
of  the  frying-pan  into  the  fire  "  ! '  " 

"  I  wonder  if  Amir  had  written  to  Sher  Afzul  or  to 
Umra  Khan,"  Sutton  remarked,  as  Lewis  paused,  and 
one  or  two  of  the  other  men  joined  in  discussing  the  prob- 
ability. It  was  generally  agreed  that  such  a  thing  was 
certain,  and  conversation  became  general  till  every  one 
drifted  ofi  to  bed  eager  for  the  morrow  and  its  possibility 
of  more  news. 

The  next  few  days  passed  in  anxious  uncertainty,  then 
came  orders  from  headquarters  in  the  shape  of  a  letter 
bidding  Lewis  take  an  escort  and  go  to  Chitral  to  enquire 
into  the  state  of  affairs  there,  and  to  commit  the  Indian 
Government  to  nothing  whatever. 

After  the  miserable  inaction  of  the  last  few  days  definite 
action  was  a  relief  past  words,  and  Lewis  made  his  pre- 
parations with  all  possible  speed. 

A  detachment  of  the  much-discussed  Kashmir  Rifles, 
under  a  young  lieutenant  of  the  Gurkhas,  named  Hewitt, 
went  to  Mastuj  to  take  the  place  of  the  fifty  Sikhs  for 
whom  Mayhew  had  sent,  and  Captain  Sinclair  started  on 
the  14th  in  command  of  another  detachment,  for  Lewis 
was  determined  he  would  take  no  risks  with  a  small  escort 
— too  much  was  depending  on  the  whole  matter. 

The  15th  was  the  day  Lewis  had  arranged  to  start, 
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side,  his  country-bred  Agag  going  delicately  as  his  name- 
sake in  the  track  that  just  here  was  wide  enough  for  three 
to  ride  abreast.  "  Don't  worry,  old  chap.  These  ponies 
always  pitch  on  their  noses,  never  roll  on  their  sides  .  .  . 
and  they're  perfect  marvels.  You'll  get  used  to  it  in 
time.    The  Plains  have  made  you  soft." 

"  Soft  be  damned  !  " 

The  vigour  of  the  reply  was  rather  weakened  by  a  bad 
stumble  on  the  pony's  part,  but  after  a  little  he  realised 
that  Lewis's  words  were  quite  true  and  that  he  did  get 
quite  used  to  the  method  of  procedure.  The  following 
day,  however,  the  road  became  even  worse,  for  soft  snow 
hid  the  ice  and  rendered  falls  more  frequent.  By  that 
time  Gilbert  felt  more  sure  of  himself,  and  jeered  triumph- 
antly when  Lewis,  just  ahead,  suddenly  dived  with  his 
steed  into  a  big  drift. 

"  Hope  you're  not  hurt,  though  ?  "  he  added  politely, 
the  first  grinning  jest  over,  and  Lewis,  struggling  out  of 
the  snow  which  penetrated  everywhere,  so  powdery  fine 
was  it,  rose  to  his  feet  and  glared  at  his  friend. 

"  Confound  you,  I'll "  he  was  beginning,  when  in  its 

turn  Gilbert's  pony  slid  on  to  its  tail,  turning  its  rider  and 
itself  a  complete  somersault.  Thus  matters  were  equitably 
adjusted. 

But  the  march  had  only  its  moments  of  merriment,  for 
the  Passes  yet  lay  ahead,  and  it  was  far  earlier  in  the  year 
than  was  customary  for  them  to  be  open ;  also  there  was 
the  growing  anxiety  about  Mayhew,  and  probably  only 
Lewis,  out  of  all  the  expedition,  felt  any  satisfactign  in 
the  proceedings. 

To  him,  the  physical  efEort  and  discomfort  were  welcome 
insomuch  that  they  left  little  room  for  thought — the  one 
enemy  he  dreaded,  so  painful  had  memory  become  since 
that  December  evening  in  Altonbury.  It  seemed  as  though 
desire  fed  on  absence,  as  though  his  very  determination  to 
subdue  this  love  for  a  woman  other  than  his  wife,  had 


176  THE  EDGE  OF  EMPIRE 

given  that  love  double  force.  Day  by  day,  almost  hour 
by  hour  in  Gilgit  he  had  striven  to  drive  Grizel  from  his 
memory,  striven  to  forget  the  sound  of  her  voice,  the  look 
in  her  eyes — and  sometimes  in  the  very  midst  of  his 
striving  had  been  seized  with  panic  lest  he  should  succeed. 

Henriette's  conduct  with  regard  to  Diane,  her  tempests 
of  passion  and  remorse,  her  supreme  and  utter  selfishness, 
seemed  to  him  mere  nothings  beside  the  treachery  of  his 
conduct  to  her  ;  for  Lewis  was  a  man  who  allowed  himself 
no  latitude.  For  him  there  was  no  pleasant  dallying  in 
the  borderland  that  hes  between  thought  and  action ;  no 
indulging  in  the  sin  of  the  mind  as  opposed  to  the  sin  of 
the  body.  He  held  that  from  indulgence  in  the  one  to 
indulgence  in  the  other  is  a  step  so  small  that  it  must 
follow  as  irrevocably  as  night  follows  day,  should  the 
opportunity  occur.  And  once  given  the  will,  the  oppor- 
tunity is  seldom  wanting  for  long. 

So  the  hardships  of  the  marches  west  were  doubly 
welcome,  distracting  his  mind  and  exhaustiag  his  body, 
even  though  their  severity  was  great. 

Mastuj,  dismal  and  bleak  in  the  midst  of  its  wind-swept 
saltpetre  swamps,  was  reached  on  the  25th  of  the  month, 
and  there  Fisher  was  awaiting  them  in  command  of  the 
remnant  of  his  company  of  Sikhs,  the  majority  having 
gone  on  to  May  hew  at  Chitral. 

A  bolt  from  the  blue  awaited  them,  however,  for  they 
had  hardly  entered  the  Fort,  thankful  for  its  melancholy 
shelter  from  the  bitter  winds  without,  when  a  messenger 
arrived  with  news  from  Mayhew,  stating  briefly  that 
Umra  Khan  had  crossed  the  Lowari  Pass  from  Dir  into 
Chitral  with  between  3000  and  4000  men,  announcing  the 
fact  that  while  he  had  no  personal  quarrel  with  Chitral  he 
nevertheless  expected  Amir-ul-Mulk  to  join  him  in  a  Holy 
War  against  certain  tribes,  or  take  the  consequences. 

"  Good  Lord,  the  man's  mad !  "  was  Sinclair's  verdict, 
as  the  Uttle  group  of  weary  men  gathered  round  the  stove 
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to  discuss  the  latest  development  of  events.  "  He  knows 
Chitral  is  under  the  suzerainty  of  Kashmir." 

"  And  doesn't  care,"  Lewis  rejoined  quietly.  "  He 
evidently  intends  to  make  a  bid  for  fortune.  We  were 
wondering  the  other  night  if  Amir  had  written  to  either 
Sher  Afzul  or  Umra  Khan.    I  think  we're  answered." 

"  Considering  how  the  Chitralis  hate  the  Jandolis,  the 
efiect  on  the  country  is  likely  to  be  lively,"  Fisher  re- 
marked. 

"  Mayhew's  position  is  worse  than  ever." 

A  little  reflection  proved  that,  even  to  the  most  sanguine, 
for  the  Chitralis  would  be  bound  to  suspect  their  Mehtar 
of  double-dealing,  a  stampede  from  lower  Chitral  was 
beginning,  and  Mayhew  could  not  conceivably  retreat  to 
Mastuj  without  help. 

Supplies,  transport,  both  would  be  impossible  of  attain- 
ment, and  it  was  very  certain  that  the  danger  he  and  his 
handful  of  Sikhs  would  run,  either  from  Umra  Khan's 
men  or  disafiected  Chitralis,  would  be  of  the  greatest. 

Therefore  all  that  remained  was  for  the  expedition  to 
push  on  by  double  marches  to  Chitral. 

Lewis  decided  it  was  necessary  for  the  main  body  of  the 
column  to  halt  for  one  full  day  in  Mastuj  before  those 
forced  marches  began,  because  transport  had  to  be  hunted 
up,  headmen  harangued,  and  the  dilapidated  Fort  patched 
up — ^for  only  fifty  men  could  be  left  behind  to  garrison  it, 
and  Heaven  only  knew  the  strain  that  might  be  coming. 
About  midday,  however,  sending  for  Gilbert,  he  had  a 
few  minutes'  hurried  talk  with  him. 

"  Sinclair's  setting  ofE  to-morrow  with  a  hundred  men," 
he  said,  pausing  in  the  act  of  scribbling  a  report.  "  And 
if  you  like  to  go  too — as  a  combatant— right.  I  thought 
you'd  like  the  chance.  But  the  transport  is  the  devil. 
Porters  and  animals  are  as  scarce  as  archangels.  I've  sent 
for  Hurst  to  bring  another  two  hundred  men  up  to  Ghizr 
which  will  please  him,  and  I  hope  to  get  started  with  this 
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detachment  to-morrow.  Now  you  must  be  off.  Good  luck, 
old  fellow  !  " 

A  close  grip  of  the  hand  and  the  two  parted,  and  as  the 
door  closed  behind  Gilbert,  Lewis  did  not  for  one  moment 
resume  his  writing,  but  leant  back  in  his  chair  staring  at 
the  grey  damp-mottled  wall,  eyes  remote,  lips  close  set. 
Sunday  afternoon — and  the  lamps  would  soon  be  Ughted 
and  the  firelight  be  playing  over  the  quiet  room  where 
Grizel  and  his  little  daughter  sat  talking — perhaps  of  him, 
Diane's  dark  head  in  close  proximity  to  that  golden  one 
he  loved. 

The  thought-picture,  vision,  or  whatever  it  was,  was  so 
vivid  that  when  it  faded  it  took  Lewis  a  moment  to  realise 
where  he  was  ;  and  realising  he  bent  his  head,  pressing  the 
palms  of  his  hands  against  his  eyes.  Oh,  God,  how  it 
hurt !    And  what  a  traitor  he  himself  was  ! 


CHAPTER  XVII 

"  That  beggar  reported  correctly  enough  then  ?  Hoped 
he'd  been  merely  filled  up." 

Sinclair  spoke  shortly  as  he  rode  at  Lewis's  side,  screwing 
up  his  eyes  as  he  stared  ahead.    Lewis  nodded. 

"  Yes,  I  hope  Mayhew  won't  try  to  reach  us  now.  We 
ought  to  be  at  Baranis  in  another  half-hour." 

"  Fisher's  dropped  back,  hasn't  he  ?  " 

"  Yes.  His  men  were  aU  out,  so  I  detached  him.  He'll 
follow  on  with  the  baggage  as  quickly  as  he  can.  It's 
getting  confoundedly  cold." 

Below  the  passes,  in  the  lowlands,  the  days  were  beginning 
to  be  already  stufEy  even  though  the  Qights  were  frozen, 
and  the  last  march  had  been  terribly  severe,  to  end  very 
shortly  after  Sinclair's  remark  with  a  horrible  track  less 
than  two  feet  wide  some  hundreds  of  feet  above  a  dully 
roaring  river,  and  a  smoky  straw-strewn  hut  with  a  supper 
of  equally  smoky  fowl,  tough  as  indiarubber.  Still,  the 
next  day  would  see  the  column  in  Chitral,  and  Lewis  as 
he  stretched  out  on  the  dirty  straw  congratulated  himself 
that  so  far  they  had  not  been  attacked,  for  a  messenger 
had  brought  them  news  that  morning  of  a  battle  at  Kila 
Drosh  between  Umra  Khan's  following  and  the  Chitralis, 
in  which  the  latter  had  been  ignominiously  defeated.  They 
had  met  some  of  the  wounded  during  the  day  and  seen 
some  pathetic  sights  ;  with  his  eyes  half  closed  in  drowsi- 
ness Lewis  tried  to  forget  many  things,  amongst  them 
being  the  knowledge  forced  upon  him  of  the  populous 
state  of  the  straw  on  which  he  lay. 

He  woke  early,  spent  a  profane  fifteen  minutes  in  hunting 
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to  destruction  some  of  the  disturbers  of  his  sleep,  and  after 
tea  boiled  in  a  tin,  and  some  hard  biscuits,  received  a 
messenger  who  brought  the  welcome  news  that  Kila 
Drosh  was  being  sturdily  defended  and  Mayhew  undis- 
turbed at  Chitral. 

The  column  started  therefore  with  light  hearts  on  its 
last  march  along  an  abominable  road  running  for  a  good 
distance  over  a  gallery  constructed  along  the  face  of  a 
clifE — the  famous  Baitari  fari  as  such  constructions  are 
called. 

As  the  column  drew  near  leaving  the  mountain  track 
for  the  road  through  the  Chitral  valley,  a  Httle  group  of 
riders  were  seen  leaving  the  village  and  Sinclair  reining  in 
his  pony  by  Lewis's  side  pointed  it  out. 

"  That's  Mayhew,  I  believe,"  he  said.  "  It's  good  to 
see  him  safe  and  soimd." 

And  Mayhew  it  was,  quite  cheery  despite  his  recent 
experiences,  and  eager  to  welcome  them  all,  while  around 
him  and  the  four  Sikhs  with  him,  various  peasants  who 
remembered  Lewis  s  last  visit  two  years  before,  skir- 
mished and  salaamed,  dirty,  agile,  cheerful. 

The  greeting  between  Mayhew  and  Lewis  was  brief  but 
heartfelt,  then  as  the  close  day  gave  promise  of  snow  every 
one  moved  on  to  get  under  cover,  the  officers  occupying 
the  upper  rooms  of  Lewis's  old  residence  on  the  high  right 
bank  of  the  Chitral  river,  the  men  getting  in  the  lower 
rooms  and  various  outhouses. 

There  was  much  to  see  and  hear  that  evening  after  mess, 
and  Mayhew  announced  that  Amir-ul-Mulk  had  excused 
himself  coming  to  meet  the  British  Agent. 

"  He  fimks  it,"  he  said  grinning  cheerfully  at  Sinclair 
and  Lewis  as  he  sprawled  in  a  chair  before  the  fire.  "  He 
thinks  if  he  comes  into  Chitral  he'll  jolly  well  have  to 
expiate  Nizam's  murder.  But  there's  trouble  afoot,  by 
Gad,  and  I've  had  the  deuce  of  a  time  trying  to  get 
supplies." 
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"  Gairat  is  the  point  of  attack,  I  suppose  ? "  Fisher 
remarked,  and  May  hew  nodded  acquiescence, 

"Yes.  Amir's  there  with  several  hundred  men;  as  the 
snow  is  still  blocking  the  hill  tracks  he  ought  to  be  able 
to  hold  it  easily." 

"  Yes — if  he  wants  to,"  Lewis  said  rather  dryly. 

"  Do  you  ?  " 

Mayhew's  charming  grin  was  tinged  with  mischief. 

"  If  I  did,  the  matter  would  be  simple." 

"  What  and  where  is  Gairat  ? "  Gilbert  enquired, 
knocking  out  his  pipe  on  the  heel  of  his  boot.    "  A  fort  ?  " 

"  A  rocky  position  pierced  by  the  river  about  sixteen 
miles  down  stream.  They  call  'em  '  darbands  '  about  here, 
which  means  '  closed  doors,'  and  a  jolly  good  name  it  is  too. 
Supposing  Amir  to  be  honest,  even  if  Kila  Drosh — which  is 
ten  miles  further — falls,  old  Umra  Khan  is  still  checked. 
Of  course  '  suppose '  is  the  key  of  the  whole  blessed 
thing !  " 

They  talked  a  little  longer,  then  by  mutual  consent 
sought  rest,  for  they  were  all  very  exhausted  after  the 
last  few  days,  and  the  elder  men  at  least,  were  burdened 
with  anxiety,  which  the  next  few  days  did  not  lighten, 
for  news  came  that  the  nobles  with  Amir  were  confidently 
awaiting  Sher  Afzul's  arrival,  and  that  Umra  Khan  had 
many  of  the  same  faction  in  his  camp. 

Lewis  had  little  time  for  private  musing  during  the  next 
few  days,  for  he  was  convinced  that  some  conspiracy  was 
afoot,  and  learned  by  degrees  that  letters  were  being 
suspected  and  that  the  Chitralis  believed  the  English 
were  acting  in  concert  with  the  invader.  A  visit  from 
Amir-ul-Mulk  resulted  in  nothing  but  a  deepening  of  his 
distrust  of  the  young  murderer,  and  the  morning  after  it 
an  exhausted  runner  brought  the  news  that  Kila  Drosh 
had  been  calmly  handed  over,  stores,  rifles  and  all  by  the 
unblushing  open  order  of  its  commander. 

The  day  was  fine  though  still  cold,  and  Lewis  who  had 
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been  busy  writing  orders  to  Mastuj,  went  outside  on  receiv- 
ing the  news,  dismissed  the  messenger  and  sent  for  Sinclair. 

"  There's  only  one  thing  to  be  done  in  my  opinion,"  he 
said,  as  they  walked  up  and  down  the  leafless  orchard. 
"  That  is,  we  must  get  into  the  Fort  at  once.  What  of  the 
supplies  1    Mayhew  has  been  having  great  difficulty." 

"  As  the  coolies  are  simply  non  est,"  Sinclair  declared, 
staring  across  the  sunny  snow-sprinkled  valley  with 
narrowed  eyes,  "  it  remains  that  the  troops  must  carry  in 
baggage  and  stores.  I  quite  agree  that  the  sooner  we  get 
into  the  Fort  the  better,  but  you'll  have  a  devil  of  a  time 
doing  it.  Amir's  uncles  and  cousins  and  the  rest  of  the 
precious  brood'll  do  all  they  can  to  stop  you,  short  of 
actual  violence." 

He  proved  right,  but  Lewis  held  firm,  and  all  that  day 
and  well  on  into  the  next  the  soldiers  toiled  to  and  fro 
from  the  camp  to  the  old  Fort,  burdened  with  stores  of 
precious  ammunition  and  equally  precious  food  while 
Fisher  and  Sutton  carried  on  what  structural  repairs  were 
possible  in  so  short  a  time. 

Just  before  dusk  Lewis  went  the  round  of  the  Fort  in 
company  with  Sinclair,  to  gain  an  exact  knowledge  of  the 
possible  defences  and  to  plan  his  course  of  action  shoidd 
trouble  arise. 

There  was  no  regular  village  of  Chitral,  only  a  number 
of  little  hamlets  and  houses  scattered  over  the  valley  and 
among  the  cultivated  lands  which  stretched  some  three 
miles  down  the  valley ;  and  the  Fort,  usually  the  residence 
of  the  Mehtars,  was  miserably  inadequate  for  a  prolonged 
defence. 

Some  eighty  yards  square,  it  had  walls  twenty-five  feet 
high  and  about  eight  feet  thick,  built  of  rude  masonry  kept 
together  solely  by  a  cradle-work  of  longitudinally  placed 
beams ;  at  each  comer  was  a  rickety  tower  some  twenty 
feet  higher  than  the  adjoining  wall,  and  the  north  side,  a 
fifth  to  guard  the  waterway. 
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Unfortunately  the  entire  Fort  could  be  commanded  from 
every  point  of  the  compass,  for  it  was  built  in  a  hollow  in 
the  lower  part  of  the  valley  and  completely  surrounded  by 
hills,  while  various  residences  were  built  on  higher  ground 
at  only  a  few  hundred  yards'  distance  and  on  the  east  face 
a  grove  of  splendid  sycamore  trees  grew  close  up  to  the 
walls. 

There  was  endless  cover  too  from  thickly  planted  gardens 
all  around  and  any  one  moving  about  the  Fort's  central 
compound  would  be  clearly  visible  to  any  sniper  on  the 
hills ;  while  stables  and  summer-house  and  outbuildings 
of  all  sorts  gathered  close  about  the  walls. 

"  I  wish  to  Heaven  I  could  get  all  these  places  de- 
molished !  "  Lewis  said  irritably,  as  he  surveyed  the  scene 
from  the  roof  of  the  water-tower.  "I  see  Wilson  has 
nearly  finished  his  covered  way." 

He  indicated  as  he  spoke  the  gate  just  below  where 
access  was  given  to  the  river  which  swept  round  a  great 
curve  some  forty  yards  away  ;  thus  giving  an  explanation 
of  the  Fort  having  ever  been  built  in  such  an  absurd 
situation. 

Sinclair  nodded. 

"  Yes.  We  shall  need  it  too  if  pressure  comes.  If  they 
build  sangars  across  the  river  they  could  pot  every  man 

who  came  out  for  water.     Danin "  he  nodded  at  a 

village  on  the  opposite  bank  built  a  little  way  up  the 
gently-sloping  fields,  "  commands  us  to  perfection.  Any- 
way we're  prepared  for  the  worst.  We  can't  do  more. 
Jove,  how  wonderful  the  light  is  on  the  snow  !  " 

The  sun  was  just  setting  below  the  mighty  western 
range  and  the  eastern  slopes  just  two  miles  away  were 
flushed  to  a  deep  rose,  as  they  lifted  their  great  roimded 
summits  to  a  sky  of  purest  turquoise  in  which  a  slender 
young  crescent  moon  hung  like  a  silver  sickle.. 

Something  in  the  frosty  splendour  of  colour  carried 
Lewis's  thought  back  in  a  flash  to  that  afternoon's  drive 
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in  the  Bois  with  his  wife,  Sir  Henry  Dysart  and  Gmel ;  he 
saw  again  the  trellis- work  of  leafless  branches  black  against 
the  amber  and  crimson  of  the  western  sky,  the  frosty 
blue  of  the  zenith  deepening  to  sapphire  in  the  east ;  saw 
his  wife's  vivid  childish  face,  Dysart's  grim  good  looks  and 
Grizel's  fair  beauty — and  seeing  felt  as  though  a  hand 
of  ice  had  gripped  his  heart  and  turned  his  blood  to  water 
with  the  pain  of  it. 

"  Good  heavens,  Clievedon,  are  you  ill  ?  " 

Sinclair's  concerned  voice  brought  him  back  to  reality 
with  a  shock,  and  the  vision  faded,  leaving  the  shallow 
valley  and  the  silence  of  the  great  hills  around. 

"  No  .  .  .  nothing.     I  was  thinking.     Let's  get  down." 

He  was  aware  that  the  answer  was  unsatisfactory  and 
that  Sinclair's  keen  eyes  were  searching  his  face  narrowly, 
but  the  contrast  had  been  too  poignant  and  with  hard-set 
lips  and  brows  contracted  he  made  his  way  down  to  the 
courtyard. 

Two  days  after  some  nobles  and  their  men  who  had 
resented  Amir's  treachery  in  handing  over  Kila  Drosh  to 
Umra  Khan,  rode  to  Chitral  and  asked  for  troops  to  help 
them  hold  Gairat,  and  as  they  were  loyal,  Lewis  decided 
to  agree  to  their  demands,  and  sent  a  detachment  of  Rifles 
back  with  them  imder  Sinclair's  command. 

On  February  17th  he  rode  thither  himself  in  company 
with  Amir-ul-Mulk,  who  was  stUl  unrecognised  by  the 
Indian  Government,  but  who  was  at  present  in  the  Fort, 
and  matters  seemed  distinctly  better.  Amir  was  silent, 
but  had  been  told  his  claims  were  being  laid  before  the 
Viceroy,  and  Lewis  felt  that  the  outlook  was  so  much 
brighter  that  a  peaceful  settlement  might  be  effected  after 
all,  for  Sinclair  reported  that  the  defenders  of  Gairat  were 
confident,  and  no  other  storm-cloud  visible. 

Then,  in  the  midst  of  a  growing  security,  the  blow  fell. 

Mayhew  with  a  small  escort  while  reconnoitring  a  good 
way  down  the  right  bank  of  the  river,  was  fired  on  by  a 
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party  of  Umra  Khan's  men  ;  and  Lewis  receiving  the 
news,  sent  ofi  Wilson  post-haste  to  take  military  command 
of  the  darhand. 

Late  at  night  a  moimted  messenger  was  announced, 
and  Pir  Khan  brought  the  man  into  the  bare  mess-room 
to  report. 

His  message  was  brief  but  sufficiently  startHng.  Sher 
Afzul  was  reported  to  have  joined  Umra  Kian  at  Kila 
Drosh. 

Hardly  had  Lewis  read  Wilson's  brief  scrawl  than  a 
verbal  message  came  from  without  to  the  efEect  that 
Amir-ul-Mulk  had  brought  the  same  news ;  and  for  a 
moment  he  stared  incredulously  at  the  paper.  Then  he 
tore  the  sheet  across  and  flung  the  pieces  in  the  fire,  as 
Pir  Khan  conducted  the  messenger  away  and  the  others 
drew  their  chairs  closer  eager  for  the  news. 

Lewis's  comment  was  scornful. 

"  An  impossible  thing,"  he  said  shortly.  "  Wilson  has 
been  misled  by  some  fooHsh  trick  of  Umra  Khan's.  Sher 
Afzul  could  not  get  away  from  Kabul  without  our  having 
had  news  of  it." 

"  Impossible  things  do  happen  sometimes,  sir,"  Hurst 
said  diffidently,  and  Gilbert  Lavel  nodded. 

"  It  does  sound  incredible  and  yet " 

But  Lewis  refused  to  credit  the  news  for  a  moment ;  he 
beUeved  Umra  Khan  to  have  duped  Wilson  by  a  clever 
trick  and  Amir's  word  was  worth  nothing.  He  was 
further  encouraged  in  this  belief  by  the  news  which  came 
through  the  following  day  from  Sinclair  of  large  desertions 
from  the  Jandol  chief's  camp,  and  when  Sutton  suggested 
the  possibility  of  these  deserters  being  ChitraUs  going  to 
welcome  Sher  Afzul,  he  declined  to  give  credence  to  the  idea. 

There  was  certainly  every  reason  why  he  should  deem 
the  arrival  an  impossibility,  and  he  was  proportionately 
astounded  when  he  again  received  information  from 
Wilson  that  the  chief  was  present. 


186  THE  EDGE  OF  EMPIRE 

Despatches  coming  through  from  India  about  this  time 
bade  him  send  an  ultimatum  to  Umra  Khan  and  authorised 
him,  consistently  with  his  own  safety,  to  help  the  Chitralis 
to  turn  the  invader  out  of  the  country,  whereupon  he  sent 
the  fateful  document  and  another  to  Sher  Afzul,  for  it 
seemed  certain,  though  inexpUcable,  that  he  was  at  Kila 
Drosh. 

Whether  the  latter's  presence  was  a  serious  menace  or 
not,  Lewis  could  not  quite  determine,  but  it  certainly  added 
to  the  tangle,  for  it  was  certain  that  many  of  the  populace 
wanted  him  for  their  king,  and  Lewis  himself  considered 
— as  he  had  once  expressed  to  old  M.  Lavel — that  he 
was  the  only  possible  Mehtar,  being  a  strong  and  capable 
man. 

Various  trifling  affairs,  however,  interfered  with  the 
result  that  Lewis  hoped  for  in  sending  him  the  letter,  for 
instead  of  Sher  Afzul  accepting  the  invitation  to  come  to 
Chitral  Fort  and  discuss  matters,  he  sent  an  envoy  saying 
that  the  Fort  must  be  evacuated  by  the  English  who  must 
return  to  Mastuj. 

Such  a  message  sent  by  such  an  envoy — the  man  was  a 
renowned  fighter  and  made  no  pretences  to  diplomacy — 
could  only  mean  one  thing ;  there  was  not  to  be  peace, 
and  Lewis  who  had  gone  down  to  Gairat,  passed  the  night 
of  the  27th  like  the  other  men,  in  no  very  pleasant  frame 
of  mind,  for  it  was  clear  that  an  attack  might  be  made  at 
any  moment. 

The  weather  too,  from  being  cold  and  fine,  turned  wet, 
and  during  the  next  two  days  rain  poured  down  unceasingly, 
drenching  baggage  and  clothing — and  during  the  day  of 
the  return  to  Chitral  Fort,  Lewis  learned  the  comforting 
news  that  while  the  envoy  had  been  with  him,  men  had 
been  sent  by  Amir-ul-Mulk  to  break  down  the  road  between 
Chitral  and  Mastuj  ;  so  that  if  he  had  accepted  Sher 
Af zul's  terms  and  evacuated  the  Fort,  he  and  the  whole 
force  would  have  been  massacred  at  the  Baitari  pari. 
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On  March  2nd,  realising  that  the  time  had  come  for 
decisive  action,  Lewis  held  a  durbar  in  the  Fort,  formally 
dispossessed  Amir-ul-Mulk  of  his  brief  authority  by  reason 
of  his  having  been  led  by  bad  advisers  and  not  being  able 
to  maintain  control,  and  placed  the  only  remaining  member 
of  the  Great  Mehtar's  family,  Shuja-ul-Mulk,  a  Httle  boy 
of  ten,  on  the  throne  in  his  stead. 

At  half-past  four  in  the  afternoon  it  was  known  for 
certain  that  Sher  Afzul  was  not  far  away,  and  Lewis 
accordingly  sent  him  a  letter  stating  what  had  happened 
and  warning  him  not  to  make  trouble,  while  Sinclair  and 
the  other  officers  made  all  final  arrangements  within  the 
Fort  itself. 


CHAPTER  XVIII 

"  The  old  scoundrel  has  sent  his  reply,  Clievedon," 

Sinclair's  voice  roused  Lewis  from  an  uneasy  doze  and 
he  raised  himself  on  his  elbow  frowning. 

"  ^Vhom  has  he  sent  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Yadgar  Beg.    You'U  see  him  ?  " 

"  Yes.  Explain  my  inability  to  receive  him  properly 
and  bring  him  in,  there's  a  good  fellow." 

Sinclair  nodded  and  departed  and  Lewis  dragged  him- 
self further  up  on  the  rough  pillows  ;  the  sense  of  intense 
cold  that  had  gripped  him  on  the  water-tower  had  developed 
into  a  sharp  attack  of  dysentery  and  Gilbert  had  insisted 
on  his  keeping  in  bed.  Indeed  he  was  so  weak  and  in  such 
pain  that  he  found  it  impossible  to  disobey. 

So  Yadgar  Beg  the  envoy  was  ushered  into  the  bedroom, 
an  inteUigent  influential  prince,  who,  after  the  usual 
flowery  compliments  and  by  the  aid  of  presents  from  the 
British  Agent,  became  friendly  enough  to  t^ll  the  truth 
and  admit  that  the  letters  he  carried  from  Sher  Afzul  and 
Umra  Khan  were  worthless,  that  those  two  chiefs  were 
endeavouring  to  come  to  terms  with  each  other  and  that 
if  they  succeeded,  the  former  was  to  press  on  to  attack 
Chitral. 

Such  knowledge  was  highly  valuable,  and  after  the 
prince  had  departed,  a  council  of  war  was  held  and  the 
advisabiUty  of  destroying  the  nearest  buildings  to  the 
Fort  discussed.  That  they  were  in  a  bad  way  for  defence 
every  oj05cer  admitted,  yet  while  the  faintest  chance  of 
peace  survived  it  was  decided  that  the  buildings — guest 
apartments,  guardrooms,  stables  and  the  hke — must  not 
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be  touched,  so  sacred  were  the  royal  adjuncts  of  a  Fort 
that  was  also  the  residence  of  the  Mehtars. 

In  the  little  dark  room  he  occupied,  Lewis  lay  long  awake 
through  the  night,  gazing  wearily  into  the  blackness, 
wondering  what  the  morrow  held  for  the  little  garrison, 
and  wondering  still  more  what  was  happening  in  England. 

Pain  and  weakness  combined  to  undermine  something 
of  his  resolution  for  the  time  being,  and  his  thoughts 
reverted  persistently  to  those  last  fateful  weeks  of  his 
leave.  Henriette's  wilful  charm,  her  storms  of  temper  and 
remorse,  the  heartless  selfishness  of  her  conduct  with 
regard  to  Diane,  her  tempestuous  fits  of  passion  for  him- 
self— ranged  themselves  against  all  he  knew  of  Grizel 
Thurston  and  made  his  heart  ache  anew. 

Had  he  done  wrong  in  agreeing  to  his  wife's  desire  and 
leaving  Diane — for  the  winter  at  least — at  Altonbury  ? 
Had  he  taken  away  a  sheet  anchor  from  that  wilful  child 
he  had  married  ?  The  thought  hurt  and  worried  him  in 
his  weakness — yet  even  so  he  knew  he  could  not  have  left 
Diane  to  her  mother's  doubtfid  care  after  all  Henriette 
had  shown  him  of  herself  during  the  little  girl's  illness. 

And  Grizel  ?  Did  she  give  him  a  thought,  did  she  regret 
the  pleasant  days  in  Paris  1  Would  he  hear  of  her  marriage 
to  Dysart,  the  friend  of  her  girlhood  ?  And  there  his  hands 
clenched  and  his  muscles  stiffened ;  not  that — surely  not 
that.    Such  a  thought  was  imbearable. 

Over  and  over  again  through  the  winter  darkness, 
visions  of  what  might-have-been  tormented  him,  waking 
and  sleeping,  dreams  of  Grizel,  the  hours  he  had  spent  in 
her  company,  the  sound  of  her  voice,  the  splendour  of  her 
eyes  gazing  so  frankly  into  his,  till  he  dared  not  sleep  but 
lay  breathing  unsteadily,  every  fibre  of  his  soul  longing 
for  the  woman  he  loved  and  must  never  see  again  ;  swept 
by  storm  after  storm  of  helpless  pain. 

The  morning  found  him  hollow-eyed  and  white-lipped 
with  new  lines  about  his  mouth  not  altogether  of  physical 
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pain,  and  Gilbert  glanced  at  him  keenly  wondering  what 
hidden  suffering  of  soul  had  set  them  there. 

"  You  are  not  to  get  up  to-day,  old  fellow,"  he  said, 
standing  beside  the  rough  bed  and  watching  the  face  of 
the  man  he  loved,  with  some  anxiety,  "  If  you  do,  you  may 
have  a  really  bad  turn.  Here's  Sinclair.  Give  your 
orders." 

Sinclair  entering  at  that  moment  had  a  short  talk  with 
him,  and  then  departed  to  order  Wilson  out  for  a  recon- 
naissance across  the  valley  to  see  if  Sher  Afzul  was  present 
with  any  armed  force ;  while  about  a  quarter  to  four  in 
the  afternoon,  Sinclair  himself  with  Hurst  and  Mayhew 
took  out  two  hundred  of  the  Kashmir  Rifles. 

Lewis  lay  listening  to  the  sound  of  the  retreating  foot- 
steps, anxiously  wondering  Lf  all  had  been  done  that  was 
possible  to  keep  away  Sher  Afzul  from  the  sadly-depleted 
garrison  of  the  Fort,  and  by  and  by,  anxiety  becoming  too 
strong,  he  got  out  of  bed,  dragged  on  a  few  clothes  and 
feehng  exceedingly  shaky  sent  for  his  horse. 

He  overtook  Wilson  a  mile  further,  found  he  had 
detached  fifty  Sepoys  to  hold  the  serai-bazaar  and  had 
sent  Hurst  forward  up  some  slopes  on  the  right  to  confront 
some  men  who  had  been  seen  in  that  direction. 

"  See  that  outlet  through  the  valley  boundary  ?  " 
Wilson  pointed  along  it,  "  I  spotted  a  hundred  and  fifty 
or  so  of  the  blighters  scrambUng  about  there.  Sinclair's 
got  the  main  body  of  the  men  covering  your  old  house." 

"  Then  as  all  is  quiet  we'll  find  out  what  we  can,"  Lewis 
said.  "  That  they're  in  ambush  somewhere  I'm  certain. 
Stop  that  priest,  Wilson,  and  bring  him  to  me." 

A  travelling  priest  ambling  along  the  road  on  a  small 
pony  came  into  sight  and  was  hailed  up  to  be  questioned, 
but  beyond  the  fact  that  he  seemed  desperately  ill  at  ease 
and  evidently  wanted  to  leave  the  Chitral  valley  behind 
him  as  quickly  as  possible,  no  information  could  be  obtained. 
Yet  Lewis  and  Sinclair  and  the  rest  were  all  certain  an 
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attack  was  planned  for  this  day,  and  now  Lewis  scanned 
the  fields  and  houses  with  anxiety.  Presently  he  drew 
close  to  Wilson  and  signed  to  a  spot  where  on  the  right 
bank  of  the  river  about  a  mile  away  a  series  of  little 
hillocks  hid  a  narrow  track. 

"  I  believe  Sher  Afzul  is  hidden  there,"  he  said,  "  I  saw 
a  man  ride  out  and  back  just  now,  and  that  peasant  we 
stopped  a  moment  since  swears  there  are  three  or  four 
hundred  armed  men  there." 

The  peasant  in  question  had  also  described  the  men 
Hurst  was  watching  as  frightened  neighbours  of  his  own 
who  had  fled  at  the  sight  of  armed  men.  General  Baj  Singh 
riding  up  at  this  minute  echoed  the  same  opinion  and  Lewis 
felt  half  incHned  to  agree. 

"  It's  not  too  late  for  a  further  reconnaissance,"  he  said, 
and  Sinclair  ordered  Wilson  to  push  his  men  forward  to  a 
house  on  a  lower  level. 

"  You  are  to  hold  yourself  at  Wilson's  service,"  Lewis 
said  to  Mayhew.  "  And  here  is  a  note  I  want  him  to  send 
on  to  Hurst.    Read  it." 

The  note  in  question  was  a  curt  order  to  the  effect  that 
Hurst  was  to  fii-e  one  shot  over  the  heads  of  the  men  he 
was  watching,  when,  if  they  proved  to  be  enemies,  they 
were  to  be  volleyed  at  and  driven  back.  Lewis  glanced  at 
Mayhew. 

"  Is  that  clear  in  case  you  have  to  convey  it  by  signal  ?  " 

"  Quite  clear." 

"Good.    Go  now  then." 

Mayhew  rode  off  at  top  speed  and  a  few  moments  later 
as  Lewis  going  forward  joined  Wilson,  a  single  shot  rang 
out  from  Hurst's  party,  followed  by  a  volley  from  the 
further  side  of  the  ravine,  while  at  the  same  time  a  fire 
opened  from  the  village  of  Danin  on  to  the  Fort  itself. 

Sinclair  meanwhile  was  advancing  further  down  the 
valley  and  seeing  a  section  of  the  enemy  ahead,  opened 
fire  on  them,  while  taking  as  much  cover  for  his  own  men 
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as  possible,  and  more  firing  was  going  on  from  the  hill- 
side where  Hurst  was  engaged. 

The  dusk  was  falling,  the  shooting  of  the  enemy  was 
remarkably  accurate,  and  Lewis  who  was  with  Wilson 
along  the  top  of  some  high  ground,  began  to  look  for  Hurst 
to  drive  down  the  enemy  from  the  hillside  above  and 
support  their  own  contingent,  the  position  of  which  was 
becoming  distinctly  awkward.  But  there  was  no  sign  of 
Hurst,  and  small  groups  of  the  enemy  began  to  get  around 
the  left  flank  and  enfilade  from  the  direction  of  the  river, 
and  Lewis  seeing  Sinclair  coming  up  drew  Wilson's  atten- 
tion to  him ;  whereupon  Wilson  shouted  a  question  and 
Sinclair  shouted  back  that  he  was  trying  to  get  his  supports 
up  to  charge  the  oncoming  enemy. 

"  I'll  go  and  help,"  Wilson  ejaculated,  and  Lewis  getting 
together  the  men  scattered  around,  watched  him  ;  coming 
back,  however,  he  had  to  climb  over  a  broken  wall,  and 
as  he  paused  on  the  top  to  use  his  field-glasses  Lewis  saw 
him  pitch  forward,  clutch  at  the  stones  and  roll  to  the 
ground. 

He  was  getting  up  as  Lewis  reached  him,  his  mouth 
twisted  with  pain,  even  as  his  men  and  Sinclair's  charged 
to  the  attack. 

"  They've  got  me  in  the  knee,"  he  said,  pulling  himseK 
to  a  stone,  "  I  can  get  on  in  a  minute  though.  Where  the 
devil  is  Hurst  ?  " 

He  might  well  ask,  for  Sinclair  was  bringing  his  men 
back,  a  good  many  wounded  among  them. 

"  We  can't  push  it  home,"  he  said  bitterly,  "  Baj  Singh 
is  dead  and  we're  losing  men  heavily.  Send  Fisher  a 
message  to  bring  out  his  Sikhs  to  cover  our  retreat." 

Despite  the  fact  that  his  face  was  grey  with  pain,  Wilson 
sitting  on  a  boulder  began  scribbling  the  message,  but 
when  the  retrograde  movement  began  the  enemy  came 
forward  with  yells  and  threats,  offering  little  mark,  but 
steadily  killing. 
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There  was  every  chance  of  the  retreat  developing  into 
a  panic,  and  as  Wilson  and  Sinclair — the  former  hobbling 
along  with  the  aid  of  a  Gurkha — progressed,  Lewis  with 
his  little  following  of  two  or  three  native  ofl&cers  and  men, 
retreated  to  a  small  orchard  full  of  low-growing  apple 
trees,  which  was  protected  for  the  men  by  a  low  wall, 
but  where  the  horses  were  so  exposed  that  Lewis  had  them 
trotted  sharply  off. 

When  the  gathering  dusk  made  it  more  possible  to  move 
they  crept  along  by  the  wall,  till  on  the  low  spur  opposite 
whither  Hurst  had  disappeared  a  small  group  of  men 
were  seen,  and  just  as  rifles  were  raised  and  sighted,  a 
sharp  cry  of  "  Stop ! "  was  heard,  and  Lewis  saw  Mayhew's 
lanky  form  detach  itself  from  the  group,  and  beyond  it  a 
still  figure  stretched  out  that  looked  very  like  Hurst  him- 
self. 

Wheeling  round  he  sent  one  of  his  followers  to  find 
Lavel,  and  crouching  like  the  rest  under  the  wall's  inade- 
quate shelter,  watched  the  little  gathering  keeping  back 
a  section  of  the  enemy  who  were  firing  amidst  the  trees. 

He  was  just  beginning  to  believe  that  the  check  was 
complete  enough  for  them  to  get  away,  when  one  of  the 
men  with  a  yell  drew  his  attention  to  a  body  of  Sepoys 
racing  in  from  the  left  hotly  pursued  by  an  apparently 
big  number  of  the  enemy. 

This  was  enough  for  the  little  group  of  timid  Kashmiris 
and  they  promptly  bolted,  and  Lewis  seeing  his  one  chance 
to  stop  them  was  interception,  ran  out  into  the  open,  the 
bullets  "  thut-thutting  "  round  him,  the  air  rent  with  yells 
and  curses. 

On  came  the  flying  Sepoys,  on  the  pursuing  enemy,  and 
a  spasm  of  pain,  so  violent  that  it  brought  the  sweat  to 
his  face,  took  Lewis  and  he  sank  down  on  a  stone,  doubled 
up  and  helpless. 

For  a  moment  even  the  noise  and  the  sense  of  appalling 
danger  faded,  swallowed  up  in  sheer  physical  agony,  then 
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he  became  conscious  that  a  strong  arm  was  around  him, 
and  he  opened  his  eyes  to  see  one  of  the  Gilgit  Rajahs, 
who  half-led,  half-carried  him  off  till  they  met  a  groom 
bringing  up  his  pony  in  the  face  of  the  fire. 

"  Put  me  up "  Lewis  gasped,  catching  at  the  stirrup, 

for  although  the  worst  of  the  pain  had  subsided  he  was  faint 
from  its  efiect,  and  he  was  hoisted  into  the  saddle  as  care- 
fully as  might  be,  no  easy  task,  for  the  pony  was  half- 
maddened  by  fright. 

What  happened  next  was  dim  enough  afterwards  to 
Lewis,  but  he  was  vaguely  aware  of  getting  all  the  men 
he  could  together  and  husthng  them  into  a  small  enclosure 
a  few  hundred  yards  further  on,  just  as  Sinclair  and  Wilson 
struggled  up  with  the  remnants  of  their  own  parties. 

"  We  must  get  another  message  through  to  Fisher  to 
bring  his  men  out,  but  Heaven  knows  who'll  take  it," 
Wilson  said,  reeling  against  the  wall  and  trying  to  rest 
his  knee.  "  And  it's  no  good  staying  here,  they'll  over- 
whelm us  twenty  to  one." 

"  I'll  go,"  Lewis  said,  and  before  any  of  them  could 
stop  him  wheeled  the  terrified  horse  round  and  let  him  go. 

From  thence  onward  the  ride  was  a  nightmare  of 
twisting  pain,  thudding  bullets  and  the  flashes  of  some 
of  the  more  ancient  weapons,  for  the  horse  charged  straight 
for  the  Fort,  clearing  walls  and  drops  in  his  tremendous 
stride,  carrying  his  wellnigh  helpless  rider  through  the 
enemy's  midst,  maddened  and  uncontrollable. 

It  was  that  very  madness  of  the  poor  beast's  terror  that 
saved  Lewis,  for  his  speed  was  terrific,  carrying  his  rider 
almost  miraculously  past  the  snipers,  and  Uttle  out-lying 
groups  of  ChitraHs  to  the  very  Fort  itself,  where  all  was 
in  confusion,  Fisher  having  already  left  with  his  Sikhs. 

Lewis  sUd  off  the  trembhng  animal,  reeHng  against  the 
hot  grey  neck,  and  for  a  moment  the  world  swam ;  then 
his  will  reasserting  itself  conquered  something  of  the 
physical  weakness,  and  pulUng  himself  together  he  issued 
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his  orders,  for  already  the  foremost  of  the  retreating  troops 
were  at  the  gates.  It  was  not  long  before  an  informal  roll 
call  showed  that  amongst  the  missing  were  Lavel  and 
Hurst,  and  Lewis  hardly  checked  a  groan — Lavel — Gilbert 
— he  shut  his  eyes  for  a  moment,  a  spasm  of  pain  not 
wholly  physical,  seizing  him ;  but  there  was  no  time  for 
private  grief,  the  Fort  had  to  be  defended,  and  the 
wounded  attended  to. 

Wilson  was  despatched  to  hospital,  the  Sikhs  to  watch 
the  main  gate  and  river-front,  the  other  injured  men  to  be 
examined,  and  the  somewhat  demorahsed  Kashmiris  to  be 
"  bedded  down  "  for  a  few  hours'  rest. 

It  was  dark  now,  and  Lewis  stumbling  in  his  room  found 
his  flask,  emptied  it  at  a  draught,  and  went  back  to  the 
room  that  was  to  be  a  hospital,  to  find  Wilson  endeavouring 
to  cut  the  breeches  away  from  his  injured  knee  and  sobbing 
with  pain. 

In  Gilbert's  absence  Lewis  went  to  help  him,  and  after 
a  few  minutes  a  bad  wound  was  laid  bare,  testifying  to  a 
shattered  knee-cap,  with  dirt  and  bits  of  cloth  driven  in 
and  blood  drying  and  clotting  about  the  torn  muscles. 

"  I — I  suppose  I'd  better — wash  it "  Wilson  gasped, 

recovering  himself  somewhat  as  the  need  for  movement 
ceased  for  the  moment,  "  Good  lord — it  hurts  !  " 

He  managed  a  wry  grin  at  Lewis,  then  suddenly  uttered 
a  yell,  for  the  elder  man  had  picked  up  one  of  the  bottles 
on  the  shelf  and  was  drenching  the  wound  with  its  con- 
tents. 

"  CarboHc  acid  and  water,  old  fellow,  I'm  horribly  sorry 
— stick  it  for  God's  sake  or  you'll  get  blood  poisoning." 

Lewis  hated  to  give  pain,  and  the  anguish  such  rough 
treatment  gave  Wilson  was  poignant,  yet  it  was  no  time 
[for  half-measures,  and  when  the  knee  was  finally  swathed 
in  very  creditable  bandages,  Wilson  managed  to  grip  his 
hand  for  a  moment  and  force  a:  "I  know.  Thanks, 
Clievedon,"  from  between  his  clenched  teeth. 
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As  Lewis  left  him,  Pir  Khan,  a  dried  streak  of  blood 
down  his  cheek  testifying  to  a  sword  cut,  came  up  almost 
at  a  run,  his  usual  dignity  quite  lost  as  he  gasped  out  his 
news. 

"  Lavel  Sahib  and  Hurst  Sahib  at  the  garden  gate. 
Heaven-born  ...  in  very  truth.  .  .  .  Hurst  Sahib  is 
dying!" 

Lewis  wasted  no  time  in  questioning  the  man,  Pir  Khan's 
word  was  to  be  believed,  and  a  moment  later  with  two  or 
three  of  the  others,  he  was  at  the  gate  to  find,  as  it  was 
cautiously  opened,  Gilbert,  exhausted  and  dishevelled,  a 
blood-stained  handkerchief  round  his  head  with  Hurst  in 
his  arms. 

One  glance  at  the  boy  was  enough,  and  eager,  kindly 
hands  bore  him  into  safety,  Gilbert  following  unsteadily, 
exhausted  by  the  fierce  struggle  through  which  he  had 
gone. 

As  they  laid  Hurst  down  in  the  room  henceforth  to  be 
devoted  to  hospital  uses,  he  opened  his  eyes  and  seeing 
Lewis  spoke  feebly : 

"  I  say  .  .  .  sir  .  .  .  Lavel  saved  me.  Lavel  .  .  . 
risked  everything  .  .  .  carried  me  in  .  .  .  never  left  me 
even  when  they  wounded  him.  See  he  .  .  .  gets  proper 
notice  .  .  .  thank " 

He  broke  off,  too  weak  to  say  more,  and  while  his  woimds 
were  being  dressed,  Lewis  went  off  to  write  despatches,  for 
a  messenger  must  somehow  be  got  through  to  Mastuj. 
Later  he  thanked  Gilbert  formally  in  the  name  of  the  whole 
expedition  for  his  gaUant  conduct  with  regard  to  Hurst, 
and  then  spent  the  midnight  hours  by  the  dying  man's 
side  while  Lavel  got  some  rest. 

It  was  a  strange  night,  this  first  of  the  siege,  and  Lewis's 
thoughts  roamed  far  as  he  snatched  short  moments  of 
sleep,  or  sat  watching  the  white  young  face  on  the  pillow 
near  by,  its  pallor  accentuated  by  the  feeble  illumination 
of  a  tiny  oil  lamp. 
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Hurst  might  live  till  morning,  but  already  sleep  was 
passing  into  coma,  and  there  was  nothing  more  to  be  done  ; 
watching  him  Lewis  wondered  dully  why  he  was  to  be 
pitied,  then  scorning  himself  for  cowardice  forced  his 
thoughts  to  other  matters  than  the  personal,  and  tried  to 
plan  out  a  course  of  action  for  the  forthcoming  days. 


CHAPTER  XIX 

The  old  saying :  "As  the  days  lengthen  so  the  cold 
strengthens  "  was  very  true  this  year,  and  Grizel,  coming 
in  from  an  afternoon  walk  one  day  early  in  March,  was 
not  sorry  to  get  to  a  fire,  for,  despite  briskness  of  pace,  the 
icy  wind  had  penetrated  to  her  fingers,  even  through  fur 
gloves,  and  her  face  tiugled  and  ached  with  the  cold. 

Diane  was  still  at  Altonbury,  going  to  school  with  Kiki 
and  enjoying  every  moment  of  her  new  life  with  healthy 
childish  enjoyment,  save  when  the  longing  for  her  father 
grew  too  great  to  be  borne.  Then  she  became  rather  silent 
and  would  prefer  to  be  curled  up  with  a  book  on  the  window- 
seat  sooner  than  be  playing  wild  games  with  KiM  or  Billy, 
and  only  Marcel  penetrated  the  unchildHke  reserve  which 
at  such  times  enfolded  her.  To  him  she  was  as  frank  as  to 
Lewis  himself,  and  Grizel  watched  half-amusedly,  half- 
tenderly  her  brother's  answering  devotion  to  the  child. 

It  was  not  that  Diane  showed  her  no  afEection,  on  the 
contrary  the  child's  love  was  unmistakably  manifested  in 
a  hundred  ways,  but  some  Unk  seemed  to  bind  her  to 
Marcel  that  was  lacking  in  her  other  relations  with  those 
around  her,  and  certainly  Marcel  himself  responded  as 
warmly. 

There  was  a  threatening  of  snow  this  particular  day, 
and  Grizel,  being  so  cold,  had  hurried  home  for  a  cup  of 
tea  before  calling,  as  she  intended,  for  her  father  at  the 
School  of  Music,  and  after  running  up  to  the  big  cheery 
nursery  to  see  if  the  children  were  in  and  how  her  small 
son  was,  went  to  the  drawing-room.  One  lamp  was  lit, 
throwing  its  soft  shell-pink  hght  over  the  tea-table,  and 
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there,  leaning  back  in  a  low  chair,  the  pallor  of  his  face 
accentuated  by  the  black  cushion  against  which  his  head 
rested,  was  Victor,  eyes  closed,  thin  hands  lying  relaxed 
along  the  arms  of  his  chair. 

In  the  brief  moment  that  elapsed  between  the  opening 
of  the  door  and  his  consciousness  of  her  entrance,  she  had 
time  to  be  conscious  of  a  shock  at  his  appearance,  which 
did  not  lessen  as  he  opened  his  eyes,  for  in  their  depths 
was  a  strained,  haunted  look,  as  though  fear  dogged  him 
through  his  days. 

She  was  too  wise,  however,  to  let  him  see  the  dismay 
she  felt,  but  going  quickly  over  to  prevent  him  rising,  bent 
and  kissed  his  cheek.  "^ 

"  My  dear,  what  a  delightful  surprise  !  You  came  by 
the  four  o'clock  train  ?  I  did  not  even  know  you  were  in 
England." 

"  Yes.  I  crossed  last  night,  and  thought  I'd  come  down 
here  for  the  Sunday." 

"  You  can't  stay  longer  ?  " 

"  No,  I  only  came  over  on  business.  My  new  play 
is  to  be  put  up  next  week,  and  the  dress  rehearsal  is  on 
Wednesday.  I  want  you  to  come  for  it.  Grandpapa  has 
written." 

He  took  a  note  in  M.  Lavel's  delicate  handwriting 
from  his  pocket  and  handed  it  to  her,  three  lines  asking 
her  to  spend  a  few  days  in  Paris  if  her  engagements  per- 
mitted. 

"  You'll  come  ?  "  Victor  said,  as  she  refolded  it. 

For  a  moment  she  hesitated.  Little  Derek  had  a  slight 
cold,  and  she  did  not  quite  like  leaving  him,  but  a  glance 
at  her  brother's  face  decided  her. 

"  Yes.  I  shall  look  forward  to  it.  Are  you  very 
anxious  ?  " 

He  smiled  a  little,  watching  the  maid  idly,  as  she  brought 
in  the  tea. 

"  Not  very.    I'm  tolerably  certain  of  the  storm  it  will 
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raise,  so  I  do  not  worry.  By  the  way,  have  you  heard  from 
Gilbert  lately  ?  " 

"  No.  They  were  at  Gilgit  when  I  heard.  I  did  not  get 
the  letter  till  the  second  of  February,  and  we  have  had  no 
word  since.  I  suppose  the  passes  are  blocked.  He  said  the 
snowfall  was  exceptionally  heavy." 

"  Yes.    I  suppose  so." 

Victor's  tone  was  listless,  he  drank  one  cup  of  tea, 
refused  to  eat  anything,  and  relapsed  into  silence  till 
Marcel  entered  followed  by  Gabrielle. 

There  was  much  surprise  at  his  appearance,  and  after 
greetings  had  been  exchanged,  Gabrielle  exclaimed  bluntly 
at  his  pallor  and  general  look  of  exhaustion  and  ill- 
ness. 

"  You  look  horribly  seedy !  "  she  said,  with  the  frank- 
ness of  her  age.  "  What  have  you  been  up  to,  Victor  ? 
Have  you  seen  a  doctor  ?  " 

'*  Seen  a  doctor  ?  "  he  echoed  irritably — there  had  never 
been  much  sympathy  between  Gabrielle  %nd  himself. 
"  Why  should  I  ?    Don't  be  so  imaginative." 

"  I'm  not !  You  are  ill,  I  don't  care  what  you  say ! 
Why  your  eyes  are  black  underneath,  and  you  are 
thinner  and  the  lines  round  your  mouth  were  never  there 
before." 

Victor's  volcanic  bursts  of  passion  were  known  and 
dreaded,  and  Marcel  saw  Gabrielle's  words  were  as  a  match 
to  gunpowder.  Quite  deUberately  he  knocked  over  his 
teacup,  and  the  hot  liquid  deluged  her  ankle. 

"  Marcel !  You  idiot !  "  she  cried,  Victor's  looks  for- 
gotten, "  you  might  have  scalded  me  dreadfully,  and 
you've  soaked  me  anyway.  I  shall  have  to  go  and  change 
my  stockings." 

"  I'm  awfully  sorry  !  "  he  exclaimed  penitently,  mopping 
up  the  tea.  "  It  was  very  clumsy,"  but  he  carefully 
avoided  meeting  his  brother's  eyes,  and  in  another  moment 
Gabrielle  had  departed  to  remedy  the  damage. 
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"  Are  you  going  out  again  ?  "  he  asked,  as  Grizel  rose. 
"  It's  frightfully  cold." 

"  Yes,  I  am  going  to  walk  down  to  the  School  of  Music. 
Will  you  come  ?  " 

Marcel  hesitated,  then : 

"  I  don't  think  so,"  he  said,  "  I  promised  Diane  to  help 
her  with  her  arithmetic,  and  it  will  make  it  late  and  spoil 
her  evening  if  I  go  out  now." 

"  Your  devotion  is  extraordinary,"  Victor  remarked, 
closing  his  eyes  and  frowning  a  little,  "  you'll  spoil  that 
child." 

"  She  can  do  with  a  little  spoiling,"  Marcel  rephed,  a 
hint  of  indignation  in  his  voice,  "  her  mother  doesn't 
trouble  to  do  it." 

Involuntarily  Grizel  glanced  at  Victor  ;  he  did  not  show 
any  sign  of  annoyance  at  this  criticism  of  Henriette,  save 
by  a  slight  deepening  of  the  Hne  between  his  dark  brows. 

"  Henriette  is  wise  enough  to  object  to  the  modern 
enfant  terrible"  he  said. 

"  Selfish  enough  to  object  to  the  child's  giving  her  any 
trouble,  you  mean  !  "  Marcel  flashed  out,  "  I  don't  beHeve 
Henriette  would  care  if  the  child  died  !  " 

For  Marcel  to  show  such  temper  was  almost  incredible. 
Grizel  stared,  and  Victor  opened  his  eyes  and  looked  at 
him  for  a  moment  in  surprise  before  his  anger  rose.  Then, 
his  whole  face  seemed  to  harden  and  grow  keener,  and  his 
thin  arched  nostrils  dilated. 

"  How  dare  you  speak  so  ?  "  he  said  hardly  above  his 
breath,  and  speaking  in  French  as  he  was  always  apt  to  do 
in  moments  of  strong  emotion.  "  What  do  you  know  of 
Henriette's  feeling  or  character  ?  What  do  you  care  if 
she  is  miserable  or  happy,  that  you  should  presume  to 
judge  ?    What  are  you  to  do  with  her  ?  " 

Grizel  on  the  way  to  the  door  stopped 'with  paling  face 
and  fear  in  her  eyes,  and  Marcel,  turning,  looked  his  brother 
in  the  face,  amazement  and  something  else  in  his  gaze. 
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"  I  think  I  might  ask  you  that  question,"  he  said,  and 
in  the  silence  that  followed  the  words  Grizel  could  hear 
the  hurried  throbbing  of  her  pulses. 

Marcel's  reply  had  been  so  unexpected,  the  whole  episode 
had  been  so  unlooked  for  that  she  felt  powerless  for  the 
moment  to  stave  off  the  disclosure  she  felt  must  follow. 
She  need  not  have  feared. 

For  a  moment  the  two  brothers  faced  one  another, 
Marcel's  blue  eyes  grave,  steady,  accusing.  Victor's  hard 
and  cold  as  steel.  Then  he  rose  from  his  chair,  shrugged 
his  shoulders,  and  taking  out  a  slender  gold  cigarette-case, 
proceeded  to  light  a  cigarette.  As  he  threw  the  match  in 
the  fire  he  spoke  evenly. 

"  It  would  be  as  well  if  you  wish  to  repeat  that  question 
to  prepare  yourself  for  the  answer,"  he  said,  and  looking 
up  from  the  glowing  point  of  light  gave  him  one  significant 
glance.  "  Before  Grizel  it  is  impossible.  You  under- 
stand 1  " 

Marcel's  steady  look  did  not  waver. 

"  Perfectly,"  he  said,  then  crossing  the  room  opened  the 
door  for  his  sister  to  pass  into  the  hall. 

Daylight  had  gone  completely  by  now,  and  not  even  in 
the  west  was  there  a  hint  of  sunset,  but  a  moon  approach- 
ing the  full  was  high  in  the  sapphire  heavens,  flooding  the 
world  with  the  extraordinary  brilHant  radiance  of  frost. 

Although  there  was  no  wind  it  was  certainly  exception- 
ally cold,  and  Grizel  walked  fast,  her  footsteps  ringing 
sharply  on  the  iron-hard  road  trying  to  banish  thought  by 
physical  action,  forcing  herself  to  appreciate  the  beauty 
of  the  night,  the  fir  trees  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  road 
standing  up  so  sharply  pointed  against  the  starry  heavens, 
and  the  white  fire  of  moonlight  making  the  roofs  and  road 
glisten.  The  frosty  air  made  her  think  of  that  walk  to  the 
Gare  St.  Lazare  with  Sir  Henry  Dysart,  but  the  cold  was 
far  more  intense  to-night,  and  there  had  been  no  moon 
that  evening  in  Paris.    Paris — ^the  very  name  brought  a 
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sense  of  homesickness,  of  longing  for  the  city,  and  the 
land  she  loved  best ;  desire  most  of  all  for  her  grandfather's 
presence,  and  the  tenderness  that  had  never  failed  her. 
She  was  glad  she  was  going  next  week,  glad  Victor  was 
leaving  London,  and  that  his  work  would  keep  him  busy 
for  a  while  out  of  England ;  Marcel's  words  had  shocked 
her  more  than  she  knew,  though  she  tried  hard  to  read 
into  them  nothing  more  significant  than  an  angry  boy's 
retort.  But  it  was  not  Marcel's  way  to  be  angry  and  her 
old  fears,  somewhat  lulled  these  last  few  months,  re- 
awakened stronger  than  before. 

It  seemed  incredible  that  any  one  so  unsuspicious  as 
Marcel  could  have  knowledge  of  what  she  herself  feared, 
yet  his  words  seemed  to  point  to  it  and  if  so — a  collision 
with  a  tall  bearded  man  at  the  corner  of  the  road  startled 
her  back  to  her  surroundings,  and  with  a  sigh  of  relief  she 
caught  her  father's  arm. 

"  You  are  late,"  M.  Jean  remarked,  "  I  waited  ten 
minutes,"  but  he  did  not  seem  in  any  way  displeased,  and 
tucked  her  hand  close  against  his  side. 

"  I  know.  I  was  detained — a  thousand  pardons !  " 
M.  Jean  glanced  at  the  fair  face  beside  him  and  smiled ; 
of  all  his  children,  this,  his  eldest  daughter,  so  like  the 
wife  he  had  adored,  was  nearest  his  heart. 

"  It  is  nothing.  I  want  to  order  a  score  at  Dennison's, 
and  we  have  time  before  six.    Let  us  go  down  to  them." 

They  turned  down  Windhill,  Grizel  not  talking,  but 
insensibly  soothed  by  his  presence,  for  though  M.  Lavel 
was  the  one  being  who  had  her  inmost  confidence,  and 
for  whom  she  had  the  most  tender  love,  she  loved  her 
fiery,  clever  father  too  with  a  very  deep  affection,  albeit 
it  had  more  the  character  of  friendship  than  filial  de- 
votion. 

M.  Jean  Lavel  did  not  speak  at  all  till  he  had  given  his 
order  at  the  local  musicseller's,  then  his  first  words  were 
not  to  his  daughter,  but  to  a  fat,  jaunty  pupil  who  had 
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entered  while  his  back  was  turned,  and  now  tried  to  avoid 
him  guiltily. 

"  Mademoiselle  !  Have  you  any  disease  of  your  throat 
this  night  1  " 

Mademoiselle  gave  up  the  attempt  to  escape  and  slunk 
forward — her  movement  was  nothing  else. 

"  No,  Monsieur." 

"  Indeed  ?  I  wonder  at  it,  since  you  keep  all  the  pure 
air  from  your  skin." 

He  paused  terribly,  gazing  at  the  high  fur  collar  clasped 
about  his  luckless  pupil's  plump  throat. 

"  I — ^it — ^the  night  is  so  cold  !  "  the  culprit  stammered, 
all  the  jauntiness  gone  from  her  like  air  from  a  pricked 
balloon. 

"  Most  certainly  it  is  cold  !  Cold  and  healthy.  Strengthen- 
ing instead  of  weakening.  Bah  !  You  are  imbecile,  you 
who  keep  aU  the  good  clean  hfe  away  with  death-traps 
like  this  !  " — he  touched  the  fur  with  the  tip  of  one  angry 
finger — "  Death-traps  !  Never  let  me  speak  again  or  I 
teach  you  never  again  also." 

He  glared  down  from  his  majestic  height  and  the  dis- 
comfited one  fled  ;  whereupon,  turning  to  Grizel,  he  spoke 
quite  tranquilly. 

"  She  has  a  voice  in  a  thousand — and  I  will  not  have  it 
weakened." 

"  You  were  dreadfully  alarming !  "  Grizel  responded, 
with  a  little  smile,  as  he  held  the  door  for  her  to  pass  out. 
"  Will  she  obey  ?  " 

M.  Jean  smiled  also,  a  Uttle  twinkle  showed  in  his  black 
eyes. 

"  Mais  certainermnt,^'  he  murmured,  and  they  emerged 
into  the  moonht  street. 

From  the  music  shop,  a  main  road  at  the  northernmost 
end  of  North  Street  was  almost  as  near  a  way  home  as 
Windhill,  and  they  took  it  by  mutual  consent,  each  pleased 
with  the  other's  company. 
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As  they  neared  the  house,  however,  M.  Jean  spoke  with 
sudden  gravity. 

"  I  have  news  from  London,"  he  said,  "  of  trouble  in  the 

north.    Garwood "  he  mentioned  a  high  official  in  the 

India  Office,  who  was  a  great  personal  friend — "  wrote  me 
this  evening.  He  had  had  a  telegram  this  morning.  If 
you  dome  to  my  room  you  shall  see  it." 

A  pang  of  anxiety  shot  through  Grizel,  but  as  they  were 
just  home,  she  asked  no  questions,  and  following  her  father 
into  his  own  study,  there  read  the  scrawled  epistle. 

"  The  mail  comes  in  to-morrow.  We  should  hear  from 
Gilbert,"  he  said.  "  Say  nothing  to-night.  I  have  arranged 
that  I  hear  immediately." 

Grizel  signed  assent,  then  was  about  to  leave  him  when 
he  stopped  her  by  a  sign. 

"  Has  Victor  come  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  she  said,  rather  surprised.  "  How  did  you 
know  ?  " 

"  He  sent  me  a  telegram.    No  one  else  is  here  ?  " 

"  No.    No  one  else." 

She  left  him  then,  remembering  afterwards  that  she  had 
not  mentioned  her  intention  to  go  to  Paris  the  next  week. 
Her  room  was  empty,  but  a  letter  in  Henriette's  hand- 
writing lay  on  her  dressing-table  with  the  Paris  postmark, 
and  opening  it  she  saw  the  heading  :  "  Hotel  de  Lille  et 
d'Albion." 

Hurriedly  she  read  it  through,  a  short  hastily  written 
letter  saying  the  writer  was  on  her  way  to  visit  some 
friends  in  Italy,  but  intended  staying  in  Paris  until  after 
Wednesday  as  Victor  had  told  her  the  full  rehearsal  of  his 
new  play  at  the  Renaissance  Theatre  was  on  that  day. 
Grizel  was  of  course  coming  ?  She  had  done  herself  the 
honour  of  calling  upon  M.  Lavel  the  previous  afternoon, 
and  had  found  him  well  and  in  excellent  spirits. 

Grizel  put  the  letter  away  with  the  sense  of  foreboding 
her  father's  news  had  aroused   deepening,  but  for  the 
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moment  there  remained  nothing  to  do  but  be  silent,  so 
striving  to  put  worry  aside,  she  went  to  the  schoobroom 
as  the  most  likely  place  of  oblivion.  The  lamp  there  was 
lighted,  and  the  three  children  grouped  round  the  light 
with  papers  and  pencils,  evidently  deep  in  some  game, 
and  as  Grizel  entered  Kiki,  sprawling  half  across  the  table, 
took  up  her  paper  and  read  its  contents  proudly. 

"  Mary  had  a  little  lamb, 
Its  fleece  was  white  as  snow  ; 
She  took  it  to  Chicago — 
And  now  look  at  the  damned  thing." 

"  Ooh ! " 

"  KiM ! " 

Billy's  squawk  of  admiration  coincided  with  Diane's 
rather  shocked  utterance,  and  Grizel,  preserving  her 
gravity  with  something  of  an  effort,  closed  the  door  and 
went  forward. 

"  Kiki,  where  in  the  world  did  you  hear  that  ?  " 

Kiki,  her  eyes  dancing  wickedly,  looked  up  with  a  grin. 
.  "  Gilbert  told  it  me." 

"  You're  not  to  use  that  word  any  more,  whether  Gilbert 
told  you  or  not,"  Grizel  remarked,  giving  the  fair  mane  an 
affectionate  pat.  "  Mr.  Clievedon  won't  let  Diane  stay 
here  if  you  teach  her  things  of  that  sort." 

Diane,  curled  up  in  a  chair  with  both  slim  hands  propping 
up  her  chin,  spoke  reflectively. 

"  Daddy  has  taught  me  some  rather  odd  things  himself 
sometimes.    To-morrow's  mail  day." 

Grizel  thought  of  her  father's  remark,  but  merely  assented 
and  Diane  went  on  : 

"  I'd  hate  to  go  back  to  Sloane  Street.   Fact  I  wouldn't." 

"  You'd  have  to  go  if  your  mother  sent  for  you,"  Billy 
exclaimed,  and  Diane  laughed. 

"  She  won't.  It's  ever  so  much  less  trouble  for  her  for 
me  to  be  here.  Isn't  it  time  for  baby's  bath  yet,  Lady 
Grizel  ?  " 
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"  Nurse  has  given  it,  dear.    I  was  obliged  to  go  out." 

Her  news  was  received  with  melancholy,  Diane  loving 
the  small  Derek  devotedly,  but  Eaki  changed  the  current 
of  her  thoughts  by  throwing  herself  on  the  rug  by  her 
sister's  chair,  and  demanding  a  story. 

"  One  of  those  jolly  Saga  ones,  or  the  King  you  were 
going  to  teU  us  about,"  she  decided,  and  Grizel  allowed 
herself  to  be  persuaded  into  relating  something  of  the  life 
history  of  the  great  Shan  Jehan. 

The  three  children  sprawUng  round  listened  with  wide 
eyes,  but  as  Grizel  ended,  Billy  glanced  at  Diane. 

"  Di's  crying  !  "  he  exclaimed. 

"  I'm  not ! "  Diane  retorted,  but  her  voice  was  shaky 
and  she  kept  her  head  down  so  that  her  dark  curls  hid  her 
face.  "  Only — only  I  don't  Hke  to  think  of  him  lying 
there  in  that  room  all  those  years  just  waiting  when  he 
loved  her  so.    Waiting's  so  hard  !  " 

"  He  could  see  her  tomb,  though,  so  I  expect  it  didn't 
seem  so  bad  as  it  might  have  done,"  Kiki  said  wisely. 
"  Nineteen  years,  was  it  ?  " 

"  It  was  like  Jacob's  Rachel  p'raps.  And  anyway  he 
could  always  remember P 

Grizel  looked  down  at  the  child's  face  so  unusually 
thoughtful  in  expression,  and  the  dull  ache  at  her  heart 
deepened. 

"  Yes,  he  could  always  remember,"  she  said  very  softly. 
"  That  would  help  the  waiting." 

"  I  think  it  would  make  it  worse ! "  Billy  asserted, 
fighting,  boy  like,  against  any  approach  to  sentiment.  "  If 
I  was  a  prisoner  in  a  beastly  room,  in  a  palace  with  only 
one  small  window,  I  shouldn't  want  it  looking  on  a  tomb. 
I'd  want  to  see  something  going  on — tigers  p'raps." 

"  He'd  seen  tigers  and  things  all  his  life  till  she  died," 
Kiki  said,  a  hint  of  fierceness  in  her  voice.  "  He  didn't 
care  about  them  any  more.  He  wanted  to  think  about 
her,  and  look  forward  to  seeing  her  in  Heaven.    If  you've 


208  THE  EDGE  OF  EMPIRE 

got  nothing  to  do  but  think,  you'd  better  watch  something 
that  comforts  you,  not  things  that  just  make  you  mad 
'cause  you  can't  do  them  any  more.  He  loved  her,  you 
see — really  and  truly." 

There  was  a  moment's  silence  after  such  an  onslaught, 
then  Diane  spoke  dreamily,  half  to  herself. 

"  I  think  that's  how  daddy  would  love,"  she  said; 
"  He'd  never  forget.  I  know."  The  queer  little  ache  at 
Grizel's  heart  that  had  never  wholly  left  it  since  that 
stormy  November  night,  made  her  look  down  half-question- 
ingly  at  Diane,  even  as  Billy  put  a  blunt  question. 

"  How  can  he  go  ofE  to  India  then  and  leave  your 
mother  ?  " 

"  Because  he  isn't  in  love  with  mamma  like  that," 
Diane  explained,  before  Grizel  could  check  her.  "  You 
can't  be  in  love  in  the  same  way  with  mamma — she's — 
she's  so  different  from  anybody  else.  I  said  that's  how 
he  would  love." 

"  Diane,  dear,  I  think  he  wouldn't  quite  like  so  personal 
a  discussion,"  Grizel  said  gently,  and  the  child  looked  up 
quickly. 

"  I  wasn't  meaning  to  be  disloyal !  "  she  said,  with 
hasty  dismay,  "  I  was  only  thinking  things  out." 

*'  I  know.  We've  got  rather  off  our  subject,  haven't  we  ? 
I've  a  beautiful  snapshot  I  took  from  the  inside  of  Shan 
Jehan's  cell  window,  and  you  can  see  just  what  he  looked 
at.    I'll  bring  it  down  presently." 

"  Thank  you." 

Bniy  growing  restless  sauntered  ofE  to  feed  his  puppy 
out  in  the  stables,  before  inexorable  laws  brought  bed- 
time near,  but  the  other  two  children  sat  on,  and  presently 
Kiki  spoke  ;  the  history  of  the  great  Mogul  Emperor  had 
appealed  powerfully  to  her  imagination. 

"  I  hope  I  shall  fall  in  love  Hke  that,"  she  said,  "  I  should 
like  my  husband  to  want  to  look  at  my  tomb  like  Shan 
Jehan  did,  if  he  was  imprisoned,  shoiddn't  you,  Diane  ?  " 
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Diane  nodded,  but  did  not  remove  her  gaze  from  the 
glowing  heart  of  the  fire. 

"  Yes,  but  I  don't  think  many  married  people  love  like 
that,  do  they,  Lady  Grizel  ?  They  just  seem  ordinary 
generally." 

"  Grandpapa  did,  didn't  he,  Grizel  ?  "  Kiki  said,  looking 
up  for  a  moment. 

Grizel's  thoughts  flew  to  the  study  at  the  Rue  Solferino 
and  the  miniature  that  night  or  d  y  never  left  M.  Lavel's 
side,  and  the  undying  romance  end  tenderness  for  his 
dead  young  wife  that  had  supported  her  grandfather 
through  the  years  since  her  death. 

"  Yes,  dear,"  she  said,  half  to  herself.  "  He  loved 
like  that — loves  still.  Love,  reil  love,  doesn't  die,  you 
know." 

"I  think  it  would  be  very  hard  to  remember  that  though," 
Kiki  murmured.  "  And  it's  always  the  people  you  love 
best  go,  isn't  it  ?  That  would  be  the  worst  of  being  like 
he  was.  The  years  would  be  so  long  waiting  .  .  .  just 
waiting  .  .  .  and  sometimes  he'd  be  afraid,  wouldn't  he  ? 
It  would  be  so — so  silent.  He'd  want  to  know,  to  hear, 
just  once,  and  then  it  would  be  so  easy  to  be  patient.  I 
think  the  silence  would  be  the  worst  of  all," 

The  silence  of  death  .  .  .  the  impenetrable  calm  against 
which  souls  dash  themselves  in  vain,  agonising,  imploring 
for  some  sign  from  the  Land  that  is  very  far  off,  when  not 
even  the  wildest  prayer  of  those  left  behind  can  win  an 
answer  from  the  loved  souls  that  have  never  failed  them 
before — the  souls  that  have  passed  on  behind  the  Veil  of 
God — ^surely  therein  Ues  punishment  and  expiation. 

Suddenly,  for  the  first  time  for  half  an  hour,  Diane 
moved,  and  tossing  back  her  hair,  lifted  a  pale  wide-eyed 
face. 

"  If  anything  happened  to  daddy  I  couldn't  bear  it," 
she  said  quite  simply,  "  it  wouldn't  be  any  good  even  trying 
to." 
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"  That's  wicked  !  " 

"  That  wouldn't  make  any  difierence  at  all.  There  are 
some  things  one  cannot  bear,  aren't  there.  Lady  Grizel  ? 
If  you  loved  daddy  and  he  loved  you,  like  Shan  Jehan 
did,  could  you  bear  it  if  he — ^he  died  ?  " 

And  Grizel  answered,  white -Upped  :   "  No,  Diane." 


CHAPTER  XX 

The  following  day  came  the  Indian  mails,  and  Gilbert's 
letter  from  Gilgit,  telling  of  the  start  of  the  Chitral  Expedi- 
tion, a  mail  late,  detained  by  the  snows  banked  on  the 
Passes. 

The  children  were  told  nothing  of  the  anxiety  that 
descended  like  a  cloud  upon  their  elders,  but  Grizel,  bearing 
a  double  burden,  kept  Diane  in  her  company  as  much  as 
possible,  partly  lest  some  chance  word  should  reveal  to  the 
child  the  dangerous  position  in  which  her  father  was, 
partly  because  she  was  just  herself — Lewis's  daughter, 
with  tricks  of  manner  unconsciously  his,  with  the  same 
look  in  the  eyes,  the  same  little  backward  lift  of  the  head, 
sometimes  the  very  same  inflection  of  voice. 

On  Monday  came  a  telegram  from  Henriette  ;" 

"  Please  bring  Diane  with  you,"  dismaying  Grizel,  who 
dreaded  the  long  journey  in  winter  for  the  chUd.  How- 
ever, the  responsibiUty  and  the  right  were  Henriette's,  so 
she  announced  the  fact  when  the  children  came  in  from 
school  at  dinner-time,  and  it  was  received  with  blank 
horror. 

"  Grizel !  And  we  were  skating  to-morrow  !  Lihan 
has  given  us  leave — and  on  Wednesday  afternoon  !  " 

"  Lady  Grizel !  I  needn't,  need  I  ?  Can't  you  wire  to 
mamma  ?    Oh,  I  don't  want  to  go." 

But  the  fiat  had  gone  forth,  and  early  the  next  morning 
they  started.  Kiki  and  Marcel  seeing  them  off  from  Alton- 
huij  Station,  Kiki  a  veritable  fairy  child  with  her  flaxen 
mane  and  her  white  wool  suit  and  cap,  dangling  her  skates, 
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and  hopping  from  one  foot  to  the  other  in  the  frosty  red 
sunshine. 

"  We  shall  be  back  Saturday !  "  Diane  cried  as  the 
train  moved  out  of  the  station,  whereupon  Victor  glanced 
at  Grizel. 

"  Do  you  intend  to  return  so  early  ?  " 

"  It  depends  upon  grandpapa,"  she  said,  and  would 
have  liked  to  add,  "  and  yourself,"  but  dared  not ;  for 
this  morning  he  looked  distinctly  ill,  and  there  was  a 
drawn  appearance  about  his  face  and  grey  shadows  about 
the  mouth  that  she  did  not  at  all  hke. 

He  talked  very  Uttle,  but  Diane  when  London  was  past 
and  the  Channel  drawing  near,  chattered  unceasingly. 
The  midday  boat  was  full  as  usual,  the  sea  calm,  and  the 
cold  air  invigorating,  so  the  three  paced  up  and  down  the 
deck,  Diane's  spirits  rising  every  minute,  one  hand  Unked 
in  Grizel's  arm,  the  other  in  Victor's. 

Suddenly  right  forward  as  they  were  about  to  turn, 
Grizel  checked,  and  something  stung  in  her  eyes. 

"  France ! "  she  said,  and  low  on  the  frosty  azure 
of  the  horizon  was  a  low  grey  bank  that  looked  like 
cloud. 

At  the  thrill  of  emotion  in  her  voice,  Victor  glanced 
down  with  a  faint  smile. 

"  You  Latin  !  "  he  said.  "  It  doesn't  make  us  feel  like 
that,  does  it  you,  Diane  ?  " 

Diane  shook  her  head. 

"  Nowhere  does  unless  dad  is  there,"  she  said.  "  Then 
I  get  squiggles  all  up  and  down  my  tummy." 

"  Most  eloquent !    Don't  you  feel  like  that  for  me  ?  " 

She  glanced  up  quickly  into  Victor's  handsome  saturnine 
face,  laughed  a  negative,  then  touched  by  qmck  compunc- 
tion, squeezed  his  arm. 

"  I  love  you  tremendously,  Victor — you  know,  don't 
you  ?  Only — only  it's  difierent  somehow  !  "  He  smiled, 
reassuring  her  that  he  was  not  hurt,  and  then  stood  lost 
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in  thought  gazing  out  to  the  coast-line  that  was  getting 
momentarily  nearer. 

It  was  a  relief  to  Grizel  to  see  that  he  looked  much 
better,  and  despite  his  teasing  words  to  her  France 
evidently  appealed  to  him  in  no  uncertain  fashion,  for 
once  in  the  Paris  train,  ensconced  comfortably  in  a  reserved 
carriage,  he  was  quite  his  most  charming  self,  the  grey 
shadows  gone  from  his  face.  By  the  time  they  reached 
Amiens,  Diane  was  fast  asleep,  and  Victor  moving  over  to 
sit  opposite  Grizel,  began  to  talk  of  his  play — the  first 
time  he  had  condescended  to  mention  it. 

"  There  has  been  another  outcry  of  fashionable  morality 
lately,"  he  remarked,  after  discussing  some  details  of  the 
work.  "  I  believe  '  Anastasie '  will  soon  be  restored 
again." 

"  She  censored  very  badly.  I  don't  see  any  use  in 
reviving  her  corpse,"  Grizel  said,  accepting  the  slang 
theatrical  term  with  a  smile  at  its  familiarity. 

"Is  'La  Vie  Jeime '  so — sultry,  Victor  ?  " 

He  glanced  across  at  her  and  laughed. 

"  It  is — modern  !  "  he  retorted,  "  the  purist  will  object 
and  I  fancy  the  pubUc,  too.  Nothing  save  audacity  of 
thought  shocks  us,  Grizel — and  I  have  transgressed  the 
unwritten  law  pretty  thoroughly.  You  have  been  out  of 
Paris  too  long  !  " 

"  I  am  English  enough — or  prudish  enough — to  prefer 
audacity  of  thought  to  audacity  of  language,"  she  said. 
"  If  you  have  transgressed  I  applaud  you  and  know  I 
need  not  fear  I  shall  blush." 

He  laughed  again  and  leant  back  more  comfortably, 
lighting  a  cigarette  and  meeting  his  sister's  eyes  with 
amusement  in  his  own  as  he  talked. 

"  I  wonder  why  the  world  persists  in  calling  us  a  people 
who  Hve  for  frivolity  and  pleasure  ?  We  may  be  both — 
but  we  are  not  that  and  nothing  else.  On  the  contrary, 
we  are  of  the  most  energetic  people  in  Europe.    Look  at 
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the  early  hours  of  Paris  in  contrast  to  London,  for  instance 
— I  put  aside  the  Covent  Garden  trade  as  I  do  the  fort 
des  Halles — but  work  almost  everywhere,  certainly  in  mills, 
factories,  workshops,  and  the  Metro,  to  mention  no  other 
places,  has  begun  at  seven  o'clock  !  Then,  our  artists, 
considered  idle  and  careless !  Mon  Dieu !  the  miles  of 
pictures  in  the  Salon,  the  Grand  Palais  and  the  dozens  of 
other  places  every  year,  and  sometimes  twice !  Of  the 
speed  with  which  our  journalists  turn  out  their  stuff,  and 
the  endless  new  plays  produced  almost  every  week  all 
entaihng  endless  rehearsals  !  France  is  amazingly  energetic, 
extraordinarily  industrious — yet  the  world  judges  us  by 
the  froth  seen  in  Paris  during  a  week's  visit  and  the  pages 
of  Le  Hire  /  " 

He  broke  off  to  throw  down  the  cigarette  which  had 
burned  rapidly  to  a  stump,  his  eyes  brilliant,  the  fingers 
of  the  right  hand  snapping  nervously,  excitement  in  every 
line  of  face  and  tone  of  voice.  After  the  listlessness  of  the 
last  few  days  the  change  was  amazing  and  Grizel  was 
astounded. 

"  Why  do  you  insist  on  the  division  between  us  so 
strongly  ?  "  she  asked,  after  a  moment.  "  Our  blood  is 
the  same,  and  the  English  is  in  you  as  in  me,  yet  you 
attack  me  as  a  firework  might !  " 

He  dropped  back  in  his  corner  something  of  the  excite- 
ment, although  none  of  the  vivid  interest,  dying  out  of 
his  face. 

"  I  owe  little  to  England — you  and  the  others  much. 
After  all,  Paris  has  been  my  home  for  years — ever  since 
I  left  Winchester.  My  work  is  written  for  Paris,  my  chief 
interests  formed  themselves  there.  Perhaps  it  was  because 
I  was  the  one  chiefly  sent  to  grandpapa — of  the  sons  I 
mean." 

Grizel,  watching  him,  felt  immensely  reUeved  at  hia 
cheerfulness. 

"  Yes,  perhaps  so.    Yet  I  spent  all  my  early  years  there 
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and  my  heart  is  still  in  the  Rue  Solferino.    Yet  the  last 

eight  years "  her  face  hardened,  "  wiped  much  of  the 

French  sunshine  out  of  my  hfe.  I  have  to  learn  Ufe  again 
...  I  wonder  if  the  second  attempt  will  be  easier  or  the 
reverse  ? " 

She  uttered  the  last  words  almost  involuntarily,  and 
Victor  glanced  at  her  sharply. 

"  Why  should  it  be  hard  ?  "  he  asked,  "  you  are  free 
of  that  man,  you  have  the  child,  you  will  marry  again 
and  be  happy." 

The  vision  of  Lewis's  face  rose  unbidden  before  Grizel's 
eyes,  the  thought  of  all  that  might  have  been  came  unbidden 
to  her  brain,  and  for  a  minute  or  two  she  was  silent,  while 
the  train  tore  shrieking  through  Longeau ;  then  aware 
by  his  look  that  he  was  expecting  an  answer,  she  shrugged 
her  shoulders. 

"  Who  knows  ?  Marriage  and  happiness  are  not 
synonymous." 

"  They  might  be — for  you.  You  have  learned  enough 
by  experience  to  give  you  at  least  a  fair  chance." 

"  There  are  sometimes  insurmountable  barriers,"  she 
said,  tr3dng  to  speak  indifEerently.  "  One  does  not  always 
love  where  one  chooses." 

The  vivid  interest  died  out  of  his  eyes  leaving  them 
suddenly  hard  and  cold. 

"  That  is  very  true,"  he  said,  and  relapsed  into  silence. 

Presently  as  the  scattered  lights  announced  the  out- 
skirts of  Paris,  he  glanced  at  Diane  sleeping  peacefully. 

"  She  seems  no  worse  for  her  journey,"  he  said.  "  But 
it  was  mad  of  Henriette  to  want  her  just  now." 

His  matter-of-fact  mention  of  Henriette's  name  never 
failed  to  give  his  sister  a  little  shock  :  now,  however,  she 
hid  it  by  crossing  to  the  child  and  proceeding  to  wake  her. 
Henriette  had  suggested  that  Victor  should  take  her  straight 
to  the  hotel,  so  when  the  train  came  to  a  standstill  in  the 
gloomy  Gare  du  Nord  they  must  part. 
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Diane,  still  sleepy,  but  enough  her  father's  daughter  to 
be  a  good  traveller,  took  Grizel's  arm  and  squeezed  it 
hard. 

"  We'll  take  you  to  M.  Lavel's,  won't  we,  Victor,  before 
we  go  to  mamma  ?  " 

Grizel  protested,  having  a  great  wish  to  get  Diane  to 
bed  as  quickly  as  possible,  but  Victor  overruled  her  objec- 
tions. 

"  It  will  not  take  five  minutes  longer,"  he  said,  "  imless 
you  prefer  to  come  to  the  hotel  and  wait  for  me  ?  " 

"  Are  you  coming  to  grandpapa's  then  ?  "  she  questioned, 
as  they  waited  for  the  douane,  and  he  nodded. 

"  Yes,  I'm  sleeping  there  to-night.  My  appartement  is 
not  ready  till  to-morrow — the  gas  has  gone  wrong.  You 
will  come  ?  " 

And  Grizel  agreed  thankfully ;  at  least,  she  could  per- 
sonally hand  her  precioiis  little  charge  into  Henriette's 
care.  The  short  drive  was  soon  accompHshed,  and  in  the 
vestibule  of  the  hotel  they  found  Henriette  chatting  to 
a  certain  artist,  famous  for  his  daring  portraits.  She  was 
dressed  exquisitely  as  ever,  and  as  they  were  announced 
flew  to  meet  them  in  very  spontaneous  dehght. 

She  greeted  Victor  eagerly,  but  with  no  trace  of  embar- 
rassment, and  again  the  wild  hope  that  she  was  mistaken 
came  to  life  in  Grizel's  mind.  She  saw  Diane  delivered 
into  Yvonne's  faithful  hands,  with  a  sigh  of  reUef,  and 
spent  a  few  pleasant  minutes  chatting.  It  was  Victor  who 
made  the  first  move,  and  as  they  drove  homeward  appeared 
the  most  weary. 

M.  Louis  was  up  when  they  arrived  at  the  house,  de- 
lighted to  see  his  favourite  niece,  and  able  to  give  a  good 
account  of  M.  Lavel,  and  Grizel  went  to  bed  in  better 
spirits  than  she  had  done  for  weeks  past,  despite  the 
anxiety  anent  Gilbert  and  Lewis  in  the  fastnesses  beyond 
the  Frontier. 

The  Renaissance  Theatre  was  full  the  following  evening, 
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although  the  boards  advertising  the  legend  "  no  per- 
formance "  stood  outside  the  building  and  in  the  foyer ; 
Parisians  knew  better  and  flocked  in  smart  crowds  to  the 
doors.  Victor  Lavel's  work  always  commanded  a  public 
peculiarly  its  own,  nervous,  ferocious,  enthusiastic  or 
actively  hostile ;  nothing  he  wrote  was  accepted  quietly. 

To-night  not  a  seat  was  to  be  seen  vacant  in  the  house, 
and  from  their  box  Grizel  and  Henriette  scanned  the 
audience,  while  Louis  pointed  out  the  many  celebrities 
present ;  women  of  the  Faubourgs,  delicately  bred  and 
nurtured,  diplomats,  politicians,  artists,  famous  beauties 
exquisitely  gowned  of  the  half-world,  in  the  upper  seats 
pressmen,  students  and  the  like,  and  personal  friends  of 
the  author  scattered  all  over  the  house. 

Just  before  the  curtain  rose  Victor  came  for  a  moment 
into  the  box  to  speak  to  Louis.  He  was  white  with  anxiety 
and  apprehension,  and  after  the  few  necessary  words 
departed  without  speaking  to  Henriette  or  Grizel,  and 
the  latter  felt  herself  growing  pale  in  sympathy,  for  it 
was  on  this  public  and  not  that  of  the  actual  "  first-night  " 
twenty-four  hours  hence  that  the  fate  of  the  play  depended. 

A  few  minutes  after  the  half -hour  the  curtain  rose, 
and  the  audience  settled  down  to  criticise  as  the  hush 
fell  on  the  house.  The  first  act  went  without  disturbance 
or  enthusiasm,  and  as  usual  people  flocked  out  of  the 
auditorium  during  the  first  entr'acte,  but  as  the  perform- 
ance advanced  uneasiness  began  to  invade  the  house  ; 
it  was  plain  that  Victor's  latest  work  would  raise  a  storm, 
and  excitement  and  partisanship  mounted  to  a  climax 
after  the  third  act,  when  roars  of  applause  mingled  with 
shouts,  yells  of  derision  and  general  racket.  Henriette 
and  M.  Louis  hurried  round  to  the  stage  in  the  interval, 
eager  to  report  and  congratulate,  and  the  presse  parlee 
got  in  its  work  with  vigour  in  the  foyer  and  lobbies. 

After  the  fourth  act,  however,  when  the  curtain  finally 
fell,  although  the  house  was  in  an  uproar,  the  success  of 
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the  play  was  fairly  well  assured,  and  the  visits  to  Victor 
in  the  manager's  room  assumed  the  proportions  of  a 
ceremony.  Even  Grizel  joined  in  the  congratulations  and 
embraces  to  which  her  brother  was  submitting,  and  en- 
joyed against  her  will  the  sight  of  his  distinct  loss  of  temper 
over  various  small  incidents,  for  he  was  his  own  old  self 
once  again,  arrogant  to  hide  sensitiveness,  brilUant,  tem- 
pestuous, and  his  friends  thronged  him. 

When  at  last  with  a  chosen  party  he  was  allowed  to 
depart  for  supper,  he  closed  the  evening  by  an  angry 
scene  with  a  leading  critic  and  a  declaration  that  no 
notices  ought  to  be  written  till  after  the  actual  first  night ; 
but  though  right  was  technically  on  his  side,  immemorial 
custom  was  on  the  critic's,  and  Victor's  threat  to  prosecute 
the  paper  for  publishing  a  premature  criticism,  was  politely 
ignored. 

It  was  very  late  before  the  Rue  Solferino  was  reached 
once  again,  and  the  eastern  sky  was  faintly  grey  with  a 
hint  of  the  frozen  dawn,  as  Grizel  closed  her  bedroom 
door,  reahsing  that  she  was  excessively  tired. 

The  last  few  hours  had  been  full  of  pleasure,  excitement 
and  colour,  yet  nevertheless  a  foreboding  of  evil  weighed 
down  her  spirits  which  she  tried  in  vain  to  banish,  and 
despite  her  fatigue  it  was  broad  dayHght  before  she 
slept. 

She  did  not  see  Victor  all  that  day,  but  Henriette  lunched 
with  her,  and  afterwards  took  Diane  to  a  big  charity 
concert  that  was  being  held  at  the  Automobile  Club,  and 
Grizel  went  to  the  study  to  sit  with  her  grandfather. 

M.  Lavel  had  had  his  afternoon  rest,  and  welcomed  her 
in  his  own  particularly  charming  way,  and  Grizel  sank 
down  in  a  low  chair  by  the  open  wood  fire  and  let  the  peace 
of  the  room  steal  into  her  heart  as  she  had  so  often  done 
before. 

Outside,  the  March  wind  shrieked  and  roared,  buffeting 
the  walls  of  the  houses  and  scouring  the  grey  surface  of 


THE  EDGE  OF  EMPIRE  219 

the  river  to  ruffled  fury,  while  every  now  and  then  a  scud 
of  rain  beat  an  angry  tattoo  against  the  windows ;  all 
was  cold  and  comfortless  without,  while  within  was 
warmth  and  a  beloved  presence  ;  yet  the  evil  spirit  refused 
to  be  entirely  exorcised,  and  after  a  while  Grizel  was  startled 
into  speech,  for  M.  Lavel  had  asked  a  question  in  his 
quietest  way. 

"  Why  are  you  so  worried,  my  darhng  ?  " 

She  looked  up,  met  his  glance,  and  stretching  out  her 
hand,  laid  it  on  his ;  once  again  his  penetration  had  sur- 
prised her,  and  she  answered  as  truthfully  as  she  could. 

"  I  don't  quite  know,  grandpapa.  I — ^feel  oppressed — 
overshadowed  by  something  that  approaches.  Even  Paris 
— our  dear  Paris — seems  unfamiliar  and  unfriendly." 

"  You  have  had  worrying  news  from  Gilbert  perhaps  ?  " 

"  A  little— you  have  heard  ?  " 

"  Victor  has  told  me  of  the  position  as  my  son  knows  it." 

Again  she  relapsed  into  silence  because  there  seemed 
nothing  whatever  to  say  ;  she  could  not  speak  of  her  own 
private  trouble  or  her  never-ceasing  fears  for  Henriette 
that  were  so  bound  up  with  it,  and  for  once  her  grand- 
father's power  to  comfort  was  nil. 

Hardly  conscious  that  she  did  so,  she  uttered  a  sigh, 
that  voiced  something  more  than  she  knew,  and  M.  Lavel's 
eyes,  watching  her  so  keenly,  grew  very  tender.  Leaning 
a  little  forward  he  spoke  once  more. 

"  So  it  has  come  to  you  at  last — and  with  no  joy." 

"  Grandpapa !  " 

She  started  at  the  gently-uttered  words,  staring  incredu- 
lously at  him,  her  first  dismayed  impiilse  to  hide,  deny, 
scorn  ;  but  meeting  his  look  her  momentary  resentment 
died  away,  and  as  quickly  as  he  had  spoken  she  answered 
him. 

"  Yes." 

There  was  another  pause,  then  moving,  she  left  her 
chair,  and  sinking  down  on  the  footstool  beside  him,  leant 
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her  head  against  him  and  closed  her  eyes,  speaking  just 
below  her  breath. 

"  How  did  you  guess  ?  " 

"  It  was  not  difficult — for  me,"  he  said.  "  Though  to 
others  imperceptible.    It  is  he — Lewis — ^is  it  not  ?  " 

She  nodded,  all  courage  to  resist  dying  out  of  her. 
After  all,  it  was  true,  shamefully  true,  and  of  all  beings 
in  the  world  her  grandfather  was  the  one  she  coidd  trust 
the  most  impUcitly  with  the  miserable  secret. 

"What  made  you  think  it  was — he?"  she  asked  at 
last,  as  he  said  no  more,  summoning  all  her  courage  for 
the  question,  and  M.  Lavel  answered  slowly,  as  if  weighing 
his  reasons. 

"  Because  he  is  the  type  of  man  to  appeal  to  you,  and 
because  you  have  never  mentioned  his  name  since  you 
came.  Each  time  Henriette  spoke  of  him  I  watched  you, 
and  because  I  love  you,  I  saw  .  .  .  my  poor  Uttle  one." 

There  was  no  condemnation  of  shocked  surprise  in  his 
voice,  nothing  but  an  intense  pitying  tenderness,  and 
quite  suddenly  Grizel's  courage  gave  way,  only  one  word 
coming  brokenly  over  and  over  again  as  she  crouched, 
face  hidden,  against  him.    "  Why  ?  .  .  .  why  ?  " 

He  did  not  attempt  to  comfort  her ;  it  was  better  that 
she  should  not  be  too  controlled,  but  he  sat  gazing  into 
vacancy  with  one  beautiful  hand  resting  on  her  bowed 
head,  and  sadness  in  his  eyes.  With  the  keen  wisdom 
that  some  old  people  possess  he  had  feared  danger  even 
before  Lewis  himself.  He  had  long  known  that  Henriette 
could  never  satisfy  the  deepest  longings  of  the  man  she 
had  married  should  Lewis  ever  become  aware  of  the 
existence  of  those  longings,  and  in  his  beloved  grand- 
daughter M.  Lavel  had  perceived  the  one  woman  in  the 
world  made  for  Lewis  Clievedon.  He  did  not  ask  now 
how  far  the  tragedy  had  progressed,  satisfied  that  neither 
of  them  would  act  dishonourably  once  knowledge  had 
come  to  them :   and  after  a  while  Grizel  lifted  her  head 
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and  busied  herself  with  the  handkerchief  he  gave  in  place 
of  her  own  drenched  morsel  of  lawn. 

Even  then,  however,  he  did  not  speak ;  the  sympathy 
between  them  was  so  great  that  no  words  were  needed  in 
a  crisis  such  as  this,  only  when  Grizel  left  him  to  order 
tea  and  remove  the  traces  of  her  rare  tears  before  Henrietta 
should  arrive,  she  bent  down  and  they  exchanged  a  long 
and  very  tender  embrace. 


CHAPTER  XXI 

That  evening  site  dined  alone  with  M.  Lavel,  neither  of 
them  referring  to  the  happenings  of  the  afternoon,  and 
when  he  had  retired  about  ten  as  his  custom  was,  Grizel 
ensconced  herself  by  the  fire  in  the  fateful  little  room  ofi 
the  hall  with  a  book,  determined  to  occupy  her  mind  and 
not  let  her  thoughts  wander. 

Vain  decision  enough  she  found  it,  for  ten  minutes  after 
she  had  commenced  to  read  the  book  was  lying  face 
downward  in  her  lap,  and  she  was  staring  into  the  fire,  her 
thoughts  many  thousands  of  miles  away.  There  was  no  word 
from  home  of  any  further  news  from  Gilgit  or  from  Chitral, 
but  she  could  not  rid  herself  of  her  anxiety  concerning  the 
expedition,  knowing  as  she  did  something  of  frontier 
conditions,  and  it  was  with  a  start  that  she  heard  the  front 
door  open  and  steps  curiously  hesitating  mount  the  three 
stairs  immediately  within  it. 

Putting  aside  the  book  she  parted  the  curtains,  and 
came  face  to  face  with  Victor. 

"  Victor  !    I  thought  you  were  at  the  theatre " 

She  broke  off  suddenly,  for  seeing  his  face  in  the  brighter 
light  of  the  room  she  knew  it  was  no  time  for  words. 

"  You're  ill,"  she  said,  and  aU  personal  griefs  and 
worries  fled  to  the  background.  "  Sit  down  and  I'll  get 
you  some  cognac." 

He  dropped  heavily  into  a  chair  without  speaking,  and 
closed  his  eyes,  for  pain  such  as  he  had  never  imagined 
possible  to  endure  had  seized  him  for  its  own,  pain  that 
brought  grey  shadows  about  his  mouth,  and  beads  of 
sweat  on  his  temples. 

222 
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Grizel  lost  no  time  in  asking  questions,  but  slipping 
her  arm  beneath  his  head  held  the  brandy  to  his  lips, 
while  she  revolved  schemes  rapidly  in  her  head. 

"  Drink  this,  dear,  and  wait  a  little  quite  quietly," 
she  said,  as  he  opened  his  eyes.  "  Uncle  Louis  is  at  the 
clinique  still,  working  on  some  tests.    I'll  ring  him  up." 

But  such  a  suggestion  was  very  different  from  Victor's 
desires,  and  he  spoke  jerkily. 

"  No — don't.  It'll  be  better  soon.  Don't  send  for 
any  one.    I'm  better  now." 

Indeed  the  greyness  was  passing,  and  Grizel,  not  daring 
to  agitate  him,  was  forced  to  assent,  but  when  by  the 
relaxing  of  his  hands  lying  clenched  along  the  arms  of 
his  chair  she  saw  the  mysterious  attack  was  passing, 
she  spoke  authoritatively. 

"  You  must  get  to  bed.  You're  not  fit  to  be  up.  Let 
me  help  you." 

He  tried  to  protest  against  troubling  her,  but  he  staggered 
as  he  rose,  and  Grizel  could  see  he  was  not  fit  for  any 
exertion.  Intensely  disturbed,  yet  outwardly  calm,  she 
slipped  her  arm  round  his  waist  and  steadying  his  steps 
helped  him  up  to  the  bare  little  room  he  occupied  when 
he  was  at  the  Rue  Solferino. 

It  was  like  ice,  but  no  fire  was  possible,  and  her  great 
desire  was  to  get  him  lying  down,  so  without  needless 
worry  she  helped  him  to  undress,  and  in  a  very  few  minutes 
he  was  in  bed  and  shivering  violently  in  the  reaction 
from  strain. 

Hurrying  to  the  kitchen  Grizel  found  the  stove  still 
warm  and  soon  coaxed  a  kettle  to  boil,  whereon  she  fiUed 
a  hot  water  bottle,  fetched  her  own  down  quilt  and  pro- 
ceeded to  make  him  as  comfortable  as  possible. 

The  shivering  stopped  after  a  few  minutes  and  another 
small  dose  of  brandy,  and  as  she  stood  beside  him  he 
stretched  out  his  hand  and  laid  it  on  hers. 

"  Don't  tell  Louis,"  he  said  weakly,  yet  with  returning 
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force,  "  the  pain's  nearly  gone.  It  won't  return  just  yet. 
Please  don't  mention  it." 

"  Not  mention  it  ?  "  Grizel  echoed,  "  my  dear,  you 
ought  to  have  medical  attention  at  once  .  .  .  there  must 
be  something  very  wrong." 

A  queer  Httle  smile  twisted  his  mouth  for  an  instant. 

"  I'm  afraid  there  is,"  he  said.  "  But  I  don't  want 
Louis  or  grandpapa  to  know.  We'll  go  back  to  England 
to-morrow.  I'll  see  my  own  doctor.  You'll  come  with 
me?" 

For  Victor  to  ask  a  favour  was  so  unheard-of,  that  Grizel 
was  very  touched  ;  bending,  she  kissed  his  forehead. 

"  Why,  of  course,  if  you  would  hke  me  to.  But  Victor 
dear,  shall  you  be  fit  to  travel  ?  " 

"  I  may  feel  a  little  shaky,  but  this  won't  recur  again 
if  that's  what  you  mean,"  he  said.  "  I'm  sorry  to  have 
made  such  a  disturbance." 

"  You  haven't !  "  she  exclaimed  indignantly.  "  Don't 
speak  as  if  I  grudged  doing  anything  for  you.  I  wish  I 
had  the  chance  to  do  more." 

At  her  last  words  he  smiled  again,  the  queer  little  smile 
that  twisted  his  mouth. 

"  You  may  get  the  chance  very  soon,"  he  said.  "  And 
now  don't  stay  in  the  cold  any  longer.  I'm  better  and 
I  shall  go  to  sleep." 

She  protested,  but  he  would  not  hear  of  her  remaining, 
and  after  seeing  he  had  all  he  needed,  she  went  to  her 
room,  made  up  the  stove,  and  discarding  some  of  her 
clothes  sUpped  on  a  warm  dressing-gown  and  prepared 
to  keep  awake. 

Twice  during  the  night  she  crept  into  his  room,  but 
each  time  he  was  sleeping,  and  when  she  went  to  him 
after  breakfast  she  found  him  dressed  and  looking  much 
as  usual,  save  for  the  drawn  expression  she  had  noticed 
several  times. 

Henriette,  much  to  every  one's  surprise,  decided  to  take 
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Diane  south  with  her,  and  though  Diane  protested  with 
a  spirit  new  to  her  in  her  mother's  company,  Henriette 
was  quite  decided  and  carried  her  off  that  very  after- 
noon. 

Grizel  went  to  the  Gare  de  Lyon  to  see  them  off  on 
their  southern  journey,  too  used  to  her  friend's  vagaries 
to  be  very  much  astonished,  but  frankly  disapproving 
of  her  change  of  plan ;  and  she  found  Henriette  nervy 
and  excitable,  and  Diane  with  mouth  close-set  and  brood- 
ing eyes  looking  so  hke  her  father  that  she  was  startled. 

"  You  are  very  disconcerting !  "  she  remarked,  as  they 
paced  slowly  along  the  platform,  "  I  thought  we  were  to 
have  Diane  all  the  winter,  and  I  don't  know  how  I  shall 
pacify  Kiki." 

Henriette  glanced  at  her  daughter  who  had  grown 
amazingly  in  the  past  two  months  and  was  almost  as 
tall  as  she  was. 

"  I  know.  I  expect  Lewis  will  be  furious,  he  hates 
hotels  for  her,  but  really  I've  been  so  bored  !  " 

"  I  hate  hotels,  too,"  Diane  put  in  rather  sullenly. 
"  You  might  have  let  me  go  back." 

"  You'U  enjoy  it  all  immensely !  "  Henriette  assured 
her.  "  And  it's  only  for  a  few  weeks.  Go  and  get  in  the 
carriage  and  wait  there." 

Diane  gave  one  look  at  Grizel  and  obeyed,  and  Grizel 
spoke  impetuously. 

"  Henriette — change  your  mind  even  now !  Let  her 
come  back  to  Altonbury.  I  know  the  South  will  be  glorious 
and  the  sunshine  good  for  her,  but  I  really  do  beUeve  the 
healthy  cold  and  the  regular  childish  hfe  is  even  better. 
I'll  take  every  care  of  her  !  " 

Henriette  glanced  up,  sUpped  her  hand  in  Grizel's  arm, 
and  sidled  against  her  as  the  child  they  spoke  of  might 
have  done. 

"  I  know.  You're  a  darHng — and  you're  right,  quite 
right.  But  I'm  going  to  take  her  all  the  same.  You've 
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improved  her  and  she'll  amuse  me.  After  all  it  is  rather 
hard  if  I  haven't  Lewis  or  her,  isn't  it  ?  " 

The  short  jerky  sentences,  the  coaxing  voice  and  caress 
were  all  difficult  to  resist ;  not  the  least  of  Henriette's 
weapons  was  the  power  to  disarm  criticism  by  sheer  charm 
of  manner,  even  when  her  conduct  was  least  admirable, 
and  Grizel,  whose  love  for  her  was  deep  and  tender,  knew 
she  was  beaten. 

"  I  know,  too,  dear — only — only  you  are  about  as  fit 
to  look  after  a  child,  even  though  she  is  your  own,  as  Diane 
herself.  You're  just  about  as  responsible  as  she  is.  It's 
very  impertinent  of  me,  isn't  it,  but  you  are  made  for 
sunshine  and  pleasures,  not  for  responsibility,  and  Diane 
is  a  responsibility  since  her  illness,  even  though  she's 
ever  so  much  stronger." 

"  I'll  send  her  back  soon !  I  shall  get  tired  of  her,  you 
know — of  having  her  on  my  hands  travelling.  Don't 
look  shocked,  Grizel !  You  know  it's  true.  It's  quite 
right  what  you  said.  I  hate  responsibility.  But  some- 
how to-day  I  felt  I  didn't  want  to  be  alone.  Some- 
thing  "  she  broke  off,  glanced  at  her  watch,  and  spoke 

in  a  different  tone  that  had  a  hint  of  fear  in  it. 

"  Grizel !    What  is  the  matter  with  Victor  ?  " 

Grizel  started,  and  then  as  she  did  not  answer,  Henriette 
repeated  her  question,  adding  more  imperatively :  "  He 
looked  ill  all  dinner-time,  then  the  first  act  had  only  begun 
when  he  turned  perfectly  Hvid,  said  he  felt  ill,  and  went 
home.  He  frightened  me.  I  hate  illness  and  dread  it. 
What  is  it,  Grizel  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,"  Grizel  spoke  slowly.  "  I  have  no 
idea.  Yes,  he  is  ill  and  he  is  going  back  with  me  to-night 
to  see  his  own  doctor  in  London." 

"Is  he?  I  am  glad  he's  seeing  some  one.  I — ^it  gave 
me  a  horrid  feeling,  and  it  was  then  I  thought  of  taking 
Diane  south.    She'll  distract  me." 

Great  as  her  love  was,  it  did  not  blind  Grizel  to  Henriette's 
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utter  selfishness,  and  a  flash  of  indignation  lit  her  eyes  and 
reflected  itself  in  her  voice. 

"  But  surely  you'd  rather  go  without  distraction  than 
risk  Diane's  health  ?  " 

"  Oh,  Grizel,  it  isn't  that !  She's  strong  enough.  And 
it's  easy  for  you.  You  don't  mind  illness.  I  loathe  and 
fear  it.  Oh,  it's  nearly  time.  I'd  better  get  in.  Yvonne 
is  getting  anxious." 

At  the  foot  of  the  steps  she  turned  and  held  up  her  face. 
"  Don't  be  cross,  Grizel !   Try  to  understand  I  do  love  you." 

And  Grizel  knew  her  own  weakness  yet  could  only  bend 
and  kiss  her. 

"  I  know,  darling.  Take  care  of  Diane,  that's  all,  and  let 
Yvonne  send  her  to  bed  early.  Write  soon  and  often, 
won't  you  1  " 

"  Yes.    Every  day.    Oh  !  we're  off !  " 

The  cry  of  "  En  voiture  !  "  "  En  voiture  !  "  was  echoing 
down  the  train's  length  and  Diane  thrust  her  head  out  of 
the  window  despairingly,  saw  Grizel  and  uttered  a  quick 
cry : 

"  Lady  Grizel !  Don't  let  me  stay  away  long.  Good- 
bye!" 

The  train  was  moving  and  Grizel  could  only  call  and  wave 
her  farewells,  then  turning  walked  out  of  the  station  hardly 
able  to  believe  that  Diane  had  gone. 

That  night  she  left  Paris  with  Victor  and  the  following 
morning  they  reached  London,  and  there  they  parted, 
Grizel  to  travel  to  Altonbury,  Victor  to  pay  the  medical 
visit  he  had  promised  and  follow  by  a  later  train. 

The  snow  and  frost  had  vanished  and  a  boisterous  wind 
had  sprung  up  that  day,  and  when  Grizel  arrived  she  felt 
the  touch  of  spring  in  the  air  and  saw  it  in  the  saffron  of 
the  western  sky.  Marcel  met  her  and  was  so  exceedingly 
disappointed  on  hearing  her  news  of  Diane  that  he  relapsed 
into  silence,  and  hardly  spoke  as  they  walked  home,  leaving 
the  luggage  to  follow. 
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Near  the  house,  however,  he  bethought  himself  of  the 
news  he  had  for  her. 

"  Father  was  in  town  yesterday  and  saw  Hammersley," 
he  said,  naming  the  Cabinet  Minister  whom  M.  Jean  knew 
well.  "  There's  rather  serious  news  from  Chitral.  The 
expedition  is  shut  up  in  the  Fort.    Besieged." 

"  Marcel !    Besieged  ?  " 

"  Yes.  He'll  tell  you  all  he  knows.  It  seems  Sher  Afzul 
and  Umra  Khan  have  joined  forces  and  Lewis  is  shut  up 
there  with  the  whole  of  his  force.  There's  to  be  a  question 
asked  in  the  House  to-night.  Father  has  gone  up  to  hear 
all  he  can." 

Here  was  food  for  anxiety  with  a  vengeance,  and  for  the 
first  time  Grizel  was  glad  of  Henriette's  insistence  with 
regard  to  Diane  ;  imless  the  news  were  blurted  out  in  front 
of  the  child,  it  would  not  be  likely  to  reach  her  ears  till 
the  danger  was  a  thing  of  the  past. 

At  dinner,  a  quiet  meal  at  which  only  Lilian  and  Marcel, 
Gabrielle  and  Grizel  were  present,  the  matter  was  dis- 
cussed till  it  was  threadbare,  and  then  Lilian  wisely  remark- 
ing that  speculation  was  merely  adding  to  their  worries, 
they  talked  instead  of  Paris,  of  Victor's  new  play,  and 
M.  Lavel's  health. 

The  following  day  two  things  happened.  Victor  wired 
to  say  he  was  not  coming  down,  but  could  Grizel  meet  him 
in  town  on  the  morrow,  and  in  the  evening  M.  Jean  arrived 
from  town  with  news  of  the  Viceroy  of  India's — Lord 
Lambeth's — speech  in  the  Supreme  Legislative  Council, 
which  news  had  been  given  to  him,  M.  Jean,  by  Hammers- 
ley. 

It  appeared  that  all  communication  with  Chitral  had 
ceased  since  the  first  of  March  ;  that  at  the  time  of  speaking 
Clievedon  and  the  garrison  with  him  were  not  believed 
to  be  in  immediate  danger  save  from  one  source,  and  that 
might  be  a  very  serious  one — the  inability  to  replenish 
supphes. 


CHAPTER  XXII 

It  was  with  an  anxious  heart  that  Grizel  went  to  town 
the  next  day,  for  no  further  news  was  possible,  and  Lewis 
and  her  brother  were  among  the  garrison  shut  up  in  a 
hostile  country  far  from  any  help,  and  it  must  be  several 
weeks  before  any  relief  could  reach  them. 

She  took  a  bus  at  Liverpool  Street  and  journeyed  on 
top  to  Piccadilly,  walked  through  to  the  Albany,  and 
rang  at  her  brother's  door.  His  man  opened  it,  looking 
rather  unusually  perturbed,  and  Grizel  was  shown  into 
the  sitting-room  where  she  found  Victor  at  his  writing- 
table  surrounded  by  papers,  letters,  MS.  and  the  number- 
less odds  and  ends  that  accumulate  when  the  eve  of  a 
departure  is  reached. 

The  flowers,  of  which  Victor  was  usually  so  prodigal, 
were  absent ;  a  suit  case  lay  open  on  a  chair,  and  the 
whole  room  had  a  dismantled  look  that  disturbed  her 
strangely. 

He  welcomed  her,  pushed  aside  some  papers  so  that 
she  could  sit  near  the  fire,  then  swinging  his  chair  round 
spoke  abruptly. 

"  I  asked  you  to  come  up  to-day  because  I  wanted  to 
tell  you  something,"  he  said,  and  Grizel's  pulses  quick- 
ened apprehensively.  "  Some  months  ago  I  realised 
all  was  not  well  and  one  thing  combined  with  another  made 
me  consult  a  specialist.  He  gave  me  six  months'  grace 
and  told  me  to  come  again.  I  went  again  yesterday — 
you  recollect  I  promised  you — and  his  verdict  is  not 
cheering.    He  advises  an  operation." 

"  Whom  did  you  see  ?  " 
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There  was  the  slightest  possible  hesitation  before  he 
spoke,  then : 

"  Rawlinson,"  he  said. 

Grizel  felt  for  the  moment  as  though  she  had  received 
a  blow. 

"  Rawlinson  1  "  she  echoed,  "  Rawlinson  ?  Victor  ! 
He  is  the— the " 

"  Man  for  cancer  ?  Quite  so.  That  is  why  I  saw 
him." 

For  a  moment  there  was  silence,  then  Grizel  stretched 
out  her  hand  and  laid  it  over  his. 

"  Oh,  my  dear — my  dear ! "  she  said  brokenly, 
"you  have  known  this  all  the  while  and  never  told  us. 
Victor — dearest ' ' 

She  dared  not  trust  herself  to  say  more,  and  the  break 
in  her  voice  told  him  how  completely  her  sympathy  was 
his ;  for  once  he  did  not  repel  the  touch  of  affection,  but 
gripped  her  fingers  closely  with  his,  as  if  touched  by  it. 

"  I  told  Gilbert  before  he  went — at  least  he  found  it 
out  more  or  less  for  himself,"  he  said  after  a  minute, 
speaking  casually,  but  not  relaxing  his  hold  on  her  hand, 
"  there  was  the  chance  Rawlinson  was  mistaken.  He 
told  me  so." 

"  And  now  ?  " 

"  Now  he  is  not." 

A  cinder  fell  into  the  grate,  and  a  shaft  of  March  sun- 
shine creeping  across  the  carpet  touched  the  books  piled 
on  the  table. 

"  He  suggests  an  operation  quite  soon  1  "  Grizel  said 
at  last. 

"  Yes." 

She  asked  a  few  more  questions,  deeply  shocked  and 
grieved  by  his  news,  learned  that  he  intended  to  go  into 
a  nursing  home,  but  not  immediately  as  he  had  work  he 
wished  to  finish,  then  almost  against  her  will  asked  an 
unexpected  question : 
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"  Does  Henriette  know  ?  " 

Victor  gave  her  a  sharp  glance,  then  answered  by  a 
negative,  and  for  a  little  silence  reigned.  '*  I  am  going 
out  of  England  for  a  short  time,"  he  said  presently.  "  You 
will  have  noticed  signs  of  packing.  I  am  joining  De 
Musset  and  his  party  at  Biarritz  and  I  shall  see  Henriette 
there.  But  I  don't  want  her  to  know.  I  don't  want 
any  one  to  know." 

Grizel  met  his  eyes  gravely. 

"  Why  did  you  tell  me  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Because  you  had  had  the  bad  luck  to  see  me  in  one 

of  my  attacks  of  pain,  and  because "  he  paused  a 

moment,  then  gave  an  odd  little  smile — "  I  rather  wanted 
to  tell  somebody  and  there  was  no  one  else  I  coidd 
trust." 

She  rose  and  bending  swiftly  kissed  him,  and  he  did 
not  repulse  her,  and  Grizel,  far  too  wise  to  push  an  advan- 
tage too  far,  resumed  her  chair  again  and  asked  him  if 
he  were  leaving  at  once. 

"  Yes,  to-morrow,"  he  said,  "  though  I  don't  go  to 
Biarritz  till  the  20th.  I  shouldn't  have  come  back  to 
London  at  all  but  that  cursed  attack  made  it  imperative 
I  should  see  Rawlinson.  Now  let's  talk  of  other  things 
than  my  own  wretched  affairs.  I  hear  grave  news  from 
Chitral.    Father  telegraphed  this  morning." 

They  spoke  of  the  English  force  surrounded  in  that 
hostile  land,  anxiety  for  Gilbert  giving  them  a  mutual 
interest,  and  when  it  was  time  for  Grizel  to  go,  Victor 
insisted  on  driving  back  with  her.  On  the  station  as  he 
waited  to  see  her  train  go  out,  she  had  difficulty  in  re- 
straining herself  from  voicing  all  the  sympathy  and  tender- 
ness his  tragedy  had  called  up,  but  she  knew  his  tempera- 
ment and  merely  let  her  parting  handshake  be  a  little 
longer,  her,  "Good-bye,  dear.  God  bless  you,"  a  little 
more  heartfelt  than  usual,  then  the  whistle  sounded  and 
he  stepped  back  from  the  door. 
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The  next  week  or  two  Grizel  did  not  find  easy ;  there 
was  no  news  whatever  from  Chitral,  Diane's  letters  were 
full  of  perplexed  wondering  why  she  heard  nothing  from 
her  father,  and  of  longing  to  be  back  at  Altonbury,  and 
M.  Jean  went  about  looking  hke  a  thundercloud  in  his 
anxiety. 

Then  came  the  welcome  news  that  rehef  had  started 
from  Peshawar,  and  also  the  occasion  of  Gabrielle's 
eighteenth  birthday,  for  which  Lilian  had  promised  her 
a  dance,  and  though  the  elders  did  not  feel  much  inclined 
for  gaieties,  it  would,  they  felt,  have  been  rather  un- 
necessarily churHsh  to  refuse  such  a  pleasure  to  her. 

Gabrielle  herself,  still  very  much  of  a  child,  was  in  a 
state  of  wild  excitement  as  the  day  approached,  and 
rendered  still  happier,  and  immensely  flattered  by  re- 
ceiving a  letter  from  Henriette  who  announced  she 
was  back  in  England  and  would  very  much  hke  an 
invitation. 

On  the  letter  being  produced,  both  Lihan  and  Grizel 
uttered  exclamations  of  amazement  not  unmixed  with 
anger,  and  Grizel  voiced  both  opinions  when  she  ex- 
claimed : 

"  Back  already  1  She  has  only  been  in  the  south  a 
fortnight — where  is  Diane  ?  " 

"  She  doesn't  mention  Diane,"  Gabrielle  said.  "  But 
still,  Grizel,  it's  very  charming  of  her  to  want  to  come. 
May  I  wire,  LiHan  ?  " 

Lilian  nodded. 

"  By  all  means — ask  her  to  stay  the  night,  of  course," 
and  as  Gabrielle  ran  off  she  turned  to  Grizel  ex- 
claiming : 

"  Surely  she  hasn't  dragged  that  poor  child  back  to 
London  again  1  " 

Grizel  tried  to  believe  it  was  impossible  and  wondered 
amazedly  what  had  brought  Henriette  back  to  town ; 
however,  there  was  for  the  moment  no  means  of  finding 
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out,  so  she  was  obliged  to  let  the  matter  drop,  and  be 
as  interested  as  possible  in  Gabrielle's  affairs. 

Henriette  arrived  the  night  before  the  dance,  Diane 
with  her.  The  child's  joy  at  getting  back  was  extreme ; 
but  she  looked  pale  and  a  little  harassed,  and  Henriette 
herself  supplied  the  clue. 

"  It's  Lewis.  She's  fretting  about  him.  I  told  her  it 
would  be  all  right,  but  she's  been  sleeping  badly.  Of 
course,  that's  why  I  came  back.  I  meant  to  stay  at  least 
a  month,  but  of  course  now  I  couldn't." 

Her  explanation  was  a  great  relief  to  Grizel,  even  though 
Victor  wrote  to  say  he,  too,  was  coming  to  the  dance  ; 
he  also  said  that  he  was  going  to  a  nursing-home  shortly, 
but  had  been  unable  to  finish  the  work,  upon  which  he 
was  engaged,  before  now. 

Grizel  was  so  busy  that  evening,  and  during  the  next 
day,  that  she  was  unable  to  talk  to  Diane  privately,  but 
seeing  how  delighted  she  was  to  be  once  more  in  Kiki's 
society,  decided  that  perhaps  it  was  just  as  well. 

Nine  o'clock  came  at  last  and  the  old  house  was  crowded 
with  girlish  forms  and  pretty  faces,  while  the  flutter  of 
dainty  frocks  and  the  laughter  of  fresh  young  voices 
sounded  without  ceasing.  Gabrielle  made  a  charming 
hostess,  and  in  her  wholehearted  enjoyment,  drove  care 
from  Grizel's  mind,  and  infected  her  with  its  delight, 
and  the  evening  wore  on  in  a  maze  of  laughter  and  music ; 
Henriette  appearing  as  gay  and  full  of  heartfelt  enjoyment 
as  the  youngest  guest.  Even  Victor  looked  better,  and 
indeed  Grizel  had  Little  time  to  give  him,  for  she  was  in 
constant  demand,  and  was  for  once  enjoying  herself 
hugely. 

The  evening  wore  on  gaily  to  its  inevitable  end,  and 
even  Gabrielle  was  growing  sleepy  when  the  last  carriage 
rolled  away  from  the  door,  and  the  grandfather  clock 
hands  pointed  to  ten  minutes  to  four. 

"  Why  it'll  be  getting  light  almost  directly !  "  she  said, 


234  THE  EDGE  OF  EMPIRE 

stifling  a  yawn  as  she  stood  at  the  head  of  the  staircase 
bidding  good  night  to  M.  Jean,  "  I  am  sleepy  now  but 
it's  been  glorious !  Simply  glorious  every  minute  of  it. 
You're  an  angel,  papa  !  " 

She  kissed  him  enthusiastically  and  sauntered  ofi  to 
her  dainty  little  firelit  bedroom,  and  M.  Jean  was  about 
to  follow  her  example  when  Grizel  saw  a  frown  cross 
his  brow  and  enquired  the  cause. 

"  I  have  mislaid  a  letter  in  the  study,"  he  said,  "  from 
M.  Vivanni,"  naming  a  celebrated  Italian  composer  who 
was  a  great  friend  of  his,  "  Pst !  I  must  fetch  it." 

*'  I  will !  "  Grizel  exclaimed,  "  I  want  to  go  down  again 
to  get  a  book.  I'm  bad  enough  always  to  take  a  book  to 
bed  though  I  don't  often  read  it.  ShaU  I  bring  the  letter 
to  your  room  or  just  jQle  it  away  when  I  find  it  ?  " 

"  File  it  in  my  desk  in  the  cupboard — and  a  thousand 
thanks.  It  is  necessary  that  you  rest  to-morrow,  petite. 
Bonne  nuit." 

He  saluted  her,  and  she  ran  down  again  through  the 
deserted  house  which  had  that  dissipated  look  of  rooms 
in  which  festivities  have  been  lately  concluded,  entered 
the  study  and  commenced  the  hunt  for  the  missing  letter. 
She  found  it  at  length  and  went  into  the  huge  cupboard 
that  led  from  one  side  of  the  fireplace,  to  file  it  among 
her  father's  unanswered  correspondence,  and  as  she  was 
kneeHng  on  the  floor  putting  it  in  the  big  rosewood  desk 
in  which  he  kept  all  such  letters,  heard  the  study  door 
open  and  close  and  Henriette's  voice,  low  but  vigorous  : 

"  Victor  !  Some  one  may  come — ah,  do  not !  I  do  not 
want  you  to  kiss  me — ever  again  !  " 

At  the  first  sound  of  Henriette's  voice,  Grizel's  natural 
impression  was  to  spring  to  her  feet  and  announce  her 
presence,  but  before  she  could  do  so  had  come  the  fatal 
words  that  must  brand  Henriette — must  brand  them  both 
— and  Grizel  remained  as  if  rooted  to  the  spot,  horror- 
stricken. 
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She  dared  not  move ;  even  if  she  put  her  hands  to  her 
ears  she  would  betray  herself,  for  her  hands  were  full 
of  letters  that  could  not  be  put  down  without  a  rustling 
of  paper ;  there  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  try  and  fix  her 
attention  by  sheer  force  of  will  on  something  else.  A 
vain  enough  effort  as  she  found,  for  every  word  came  clear 
as  a  bell,  Henriette  speaking  again,  this  time  fretfully. 

"  Why  are  you  so  inconsiderate  as  to  wish  to  speak 
to  me  alone  like  this,  Victor  ?  " 

"  Henriette  !  "  in  Victor's  usually  cold  voice  there  was 
a  surging  depth  of  passion  and  suffering,  that  despite  his 
quiet,  struck  right  at  Grizel's  heart,  "  Henriette !  You 
know  why.    It  is  my  last  chance.    I  leave  here  to-morrow." 

In  the  lamplight  stood  Henriette,  could  Grizel  have  seen 
her,  a  slender  amber-clad  figure,  the  colour  blazing  in 
her  cheeks. 

"It  is  all  the  more  reason  why  this  risk  to  me  is  need- 
less.   It  is  over.    All  of  it !    I  wish  it  had  never  been." 

"  Why  ?  " 

"  I — I  made  a  mistake." 

Something  in  her  expression  made  him  move  nearer. 

"  And  when  did  you  come  to  that  conclusion  ?  " 

"  Months  ago." 

"  Yet  you  said  nothing  that  led  me  to  think  you  had 
wearied  of  me  till  I  told  you  of  my — my — that  I  was  not 
very  well  just  now." 

"  I  did — and  it  is  nothing  to  do  with  your  health." 

She  lied  and  he  knew  it,  yet  in  his  unreasoning  passion 
for  her,  he  tried  to  win  some  measure  of  comfort  from 
those  words. 

"  Then  there  is  no  need  to  pretend  you  are  frightened 
of  me  to-night  any  more  than  any  other  time,  Henriette 
— you  can  surely  be  kind  to  me — ^just  to-night — just  stay 
and  talk  a  little — just  that — as  we  have  often  done — 
because  I — I  am  going  away  to-morrow.  It  won't  hurt 
you  to  talk." 
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"  My  father  has  gone  to  bed.  Besides,  what  harm  is  there 
in  you  and  I,  old  friends,  staying  up  to  talk,  Henriette  !  " 

She  shrank  back  involuntarily  as  he  approached,  and 
at  the  sight  he  felt  as  though  something  snapped  in  his 
heart.    Very  slowly  he  spoke. 

"  It  was  a  lie  then — after  all.    I  thought  so." 

She  looked  up,  pouting  her  underlip  as  Diane  might 
have  done. 

"  You  are  brutal !    It  was  not  a  lie  !  " 

"  Then  kiss  me  once  more — Henriette,  you  shall !  " 
At  the  sudden  flame  of  passion  in  his  voice  she  flung  up 
her  head,  defiance  mingled  with  fear  in  her  eyes. 

"  Do  not !  I  will  not  stay  here.  I  do  not  want  to  talk 
to  you.  I  do  not  think  I  want  to  see  you  ever  again.  I 
hate  illness.  It  frightens  me,  and  you  are  ill  ...  ill  ..  . 
ill  ...  It  is  horrible  that  you  could  even  think  I  could 
care  now ! " 

He  made  no  further  move  towards  her,  but  as  though  her 
fierce  words  hurt  him  physically,  shrank  as  she  had  done, 
and  stood  a  moment,  his  mouth  twisting,  his  eyes  ablaze. 
Suddenly  as  if  exhausted,  she  gave  a  little  sob. 

"  Why  do  you  make  me  say  such  horrible  things  ? 
Why  do  you  torment  me  and  risk  people  guessing  ?  It 
is  cruel  of  you  and  yet  you  pretend  to  love  me  ...  I  do 
not  mean  all  that,  only,  only " 

"  Only  because  you  happen  to  object  to  watching 
pain  !  Because  you  are  utterly  and  completely  selfish  .  .  . 
good  God,  to  think  what  I  have  sacrificed  for  your  love 
.  .  .  my  honour,  my  right  to  face  my  fellows  as  a  decent 
man,  and  it  isn't  worth  the  having  !  " 

His  voice,  harsh  and  shaking,  filled  Henriette  with  a  new 
fear.    She  went  to  the  door,  puUing  it  violently  open. 

"  Some  one  will  hear — I  will  go  !  "  she  panted,  and  he 
made  no  effort  to  stop  her,  but  stood  where  she  had  left 
him. 
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Grizel,  an  unwilling  prisoner,  knelt  like  a  statue  beside 
the  open  desk  wholly  unconscious  that  the  tears  were 
running  down  her  face,  hardly  daring  to  breathe  till  the 
light  suddenly  going  out  and  the  slight  sound  of  the  door 
handle  being  turned  told  her  she  was  alone. 


CHAPTER  XXIII 

Lewis  came  down  from  his  look-out  on  the  Water  Tower, 
and  made  careful  way  with  all  possible  dodging  into 
cover  towards  the  old  durbar  hall,  a  room  of  great  size 
on  the  river  side  of  the  Fort,  which  had  been  turned  into 
a  hospital.  There  was  a  big  courtyard  here  into  which 
faced  a  transverse  block  of  buildings,  dividing  the  entire 
fort  into  two  unequal  oblongs,  the  further  side  being  in 
the  old  days  the  private  quarters  and  the  women's  part 
of  the  Mehtar's  residence.  In  that  part  Lewis  had  his 
small  room  with  Fisher  on  one  side  of  him  in  a  former 
chapel,  and  Mayhew  and  Sinclair  in  a  dark  apartment  on 
the  other.  This  latter  had  for  light  and  air  merely  a 
ventilation  hole  just  under  the  ceiUng,  but  that  did  not 
constitute  such  a  drawback  as  might  have  been  expected, 
for  if  there  was  no  window  there  was  no  chance  of  snipers' 
bullets  as  uninvited  guests. 

Just  now,  this  particidar  afternoon,  Lewis,  with  one  of 
the  native  rajahs,  had  been  inspecting  an  engineering 
device  of  his  own :  a  drain  from  the  stables  outside  the 
river  waU,  where  noisome  pools  of  green  water  had  been 
been  dreadful  to  eye  and  nose  alike. 

With  great  care  and  much  consultation  they  had  decided 
what  must  be  done  and  directed  operations,  with  the 
result  that  a  miniature  canal  had  carried  off  the  sewage, 
and  Lewis  had  been  much  congratulated.  Now,  after 
careful  inspection  it  had  been  found  that  owing  to  the 
configuration  of  the  cliffs,  the  sewage  had  trickled  round 
into  the  covered  way  to  the  river  and  emptied  itself  with 
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care  into  a  natural  rocky  basin  where  buckets  and  water- 
skins  were  filled ! 

Lewis's  language  was  brief  but  eloquent,  and  some 
Chitrdlis  were  set  to  repair  the  damage  as  best  they 
could,  then  he  had  gone  to  the  Water  Tower,  and  now 
was  desirous  of  seeing  how  the  sick  and  wounded  pro- 
gressed. 

It  was  no  easy  task  to  move  about  the  Fort  in  day- 
light, for  the  place  was  so  situated  that  every  foot  of 
courtyard  or  uncovered  way  was  open  to  the  attacking 
force ;  snipers  in  the  village  Danin  across  the  river,  or 
the  enemy  snugly  ensconced  in  sangars  on  the  hillside 
could  pour  rifle  fire  into  the  Fort  at  either  long  or  short 
range — a  loopholed  wall  being  strongly  held  by  the 
besiegers  on  two  sides  of  the  Fort  at  the  distance  of  about 
forty  yards. 

Casualties  had  been  heavy  during  the  past  fortnight, 
since  the  siege  had  closed  down ;  Wilson's  knee  was  still 
too  bad  to  permit  him  moving  and  he  suffered  much  pain  ; 
men  were  constantly  being  hit,  and  many  were  down 
with  dysentery  and  internal  troubles  resulting  from  the 
same  cause — the  bread. 

Lewis  had  racked  his  brains  in  vain  over  this  problem 
of  getting  the  com  ground,  for  the  only  stones  available 
for  the  purpose  were,  so  one  of  the  invaluable  Sikhs 
told  him,  "  too  soft  and  too  bad  a  shape."  As  there  was 
no  mill  they  had  to  be  used,  however,  and  the  grit  that 
constantly  wore  away  from  them  mixed  with  the  flour 
and  brought  about  the  cases  of  sickness  in  question. 

Lewis  himself  was  far  from  strong  after  his  recent 
attack,  and  he  was  being  starved  by  Gilbert  on  a  diet  of 
Swiss  milk — the  last  tin  had  been  opened  that  morning — 
and  hot  water. 

So  it^came  about  that,  sniping  or  no  sniping,  he  moved 
slowly,^and  entering  the  hospital,  found  Gilbert  just 
finishing  his  afternoon  round. 
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He  made  some  enquiries  and  talked  cheeringly  to  the 
sick  and  womided  men,  but  the  atmosphere  was  dreadful, 
and  weak  as  he  was,  a  sick  faintness  began  to  come  over 
him,  so  as  the  work  there  was  for  the  moment  finished, 
he  took  Gilbert's  arm,  and  getting  round  under  cover 
as  best  they  could,  they  entered  the  small  dark  room 
where  Wilson  lay. 

Despite  the  never-ceasing  pain  of  his  knee,  Wilson 
greeted  them  cheerily  as  ever,  and  the  other  two  sat  down 
for  a  few  minutes  to  discuss  various  matters  of  moment. 

"  You've  moved  the  Sikhs  from  the  south  wall  after 
all,  I  hear  ?  "  Wilson  remarked,  clasping  his  arms  behind 
his  head,  and  twisting  his  mouth  into  a  grin  to  hide  a 
sudden  shoot  of  pain,  "  I  suppose  it's  better." 

"  The  south  wall  is  admittedly  the  weakest,  but  after 
all  the  north  tower  and  river  parapet  are  the  posts  of 
honour.  Once  cut  o£E  from  the  water  and  our  number 
will  be  up.  Sinclair  and  I  talked  it  over  and  decided  it 
was  the  wisest  thing  to  do.  Fisher  is  to  command  the 
parapets  when  an  alarm  is  raised,  and  Mayhew'll  attend 
to  the  Kashmiris  on  the  south." 

"  And  Sinclair  ?  " 

"  Inlying  picket.    Ready  to  move  anywhere." 

"  The  place  is  a  bally  band-room  lately,  with  aU  the 
bugles  goin',"  Wilson  remarked,  "  it's  endless  when  half 
•a  dozen  shots  go." 

"  Yes.  We've  changed  it.  The  Kashmiris  are  still 
doubtful  and  it  upsets  their  little  nerves." 

The  ping  of  a  rifle  bullet  just  outside  the  door  heralded 
the  approach  of  Fisher,  grinning  broadly. 

"  I've  been  workin'  at  your  blessed  sewage-farm  all 
the  afternoon,  sir !  "  he  said,  addressing  Lewis,  "  and  I 
thought  I'd  earned  a  bath.  I  was  getting  a  bit  too  highly 
scented.  Want  to  see  the  bathroom  ?  All  the  latest 
improvements,  bathsalts,  shower,  plunge,  and  warranted 
bullet-proof." 
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"  What  the  dickens  have  you  been  up  to  ?  "  Wilson 
enquired.    "  Somebody  report  to  me  later." 

Lewis  promised,  laughing,  but  laughter  was  short- 
lived ;  utterly  cut  ofE  as  they  were  from  the  outer  world 
the  question  of  supplies  must  be  an  ever-present  source  of 
anxiety.  There  was  none  too  much  ammunition,  and 
far  too  Httle  food.  The  chief  want  at  present,  however, 
was  hospital  equipment  and  dressings — a  serious  enough 
thing  when  nearly  six  hundred  men  are  cooped  up  in  a 
space  eighty  yards  square  and  subjected  to  a  constant 
dropping  rifle-fire  from  all  points  of  the  compass. 

The  hopeless  overcrowding,  the  bad  sanitation,  the 
appalling  smells,  gave  Lewis  sleepless  nights  and  worried 
days,  and  his  own  weakness  added  to  his  anxiety  by 
preventing  him  doing  as  much  work  as  he  intended.  The 
weather  was  daily  changing,  and  though  snow  fell  at 
intervals,  there  were  signs  that  spring  was  not  far  distant, 
and  if  the  siege  were  not  raised  before  any  degree  of  heat 
set  in,  disastrous  epidemics  would  complete  what  starva- 
tion left  undone.  Even  now  the  troops  were  sufiering, 
chiefly  from  fever  and  dysentery,  and  there  was  no  milk 
to  give  them,  and  one  night  an  attempt  on  the  part  of 
the  enemy  to  set  fire  to  the  Water  Tower  resulted  in  fresh 
disaster  to  the  garrison. 

A  day  or  two  later,  it  was  discovered  that  a  new  sangar 
had  been  built  during  the  previous  hours  of  darkness, 
quite  near  the  walls,  and  on  the  same  day,  just  as  it  was 
getting  dark,  a  Sikh  subadar  came  to  Lewis  announcing 
the  approach  of  a  messenger,  doubtless  bearing  a  letter 
from  Sher  Afzul. 

There  was  nothing  new  in  this.  Sher  Afzul  was  in 
the  habit  of  writing  letters,  sometimes  boastful,  some* 
times  merely  full  of  reproaches ;  always  reiterating  the 
same  thing — that  Lewis  should  go  back  to  Gilgit  and 
remove  the  obnoxious  British  influence  from  Chitral. 

The  last  letter,  however,   contained  a  sentence  that 
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puzzled  Lewis,  and  calling  for  Sinclair  they  read  it  together 
in  Wilson's  room.  Terms  of  peace  were  repeated  as  usual, 
but  there  was  also  news  given  of  the  capture  of  two 
British  officers  and  some  Sepoys  at  Reshun  Fort  not  far 
away  to  the  north,  and  Sher  Afzul  stated  that  a  letter 
from  one  of  them  was  in  his  hands. 

There  were  two  young  officers  at  Reshun,  as  Lewis 
and  the  others  knew,  Stevens  and  Barry,  but  he  refused 
to  credit  their  capture  for  a  moment ;  Sher  Afzul's  wiHness 
was  so  well  known.  StiU,  talking  the  matter  over  with 
the  two  senior  miUtary  men,  he  decided  to  write  a  reply. 
Puzzled  by  the  unvarying  personal  hostility,  Lewis  worded 
his  letter  frankly  and  fairly,  asked  Sher  Afzul  to  come 
under  truce  to  the  Fort  and  bring  the  letter  with  him, 
urged  him  to  spare  Chitral  the  further  horror  of  warfare 
and  enjoined  him  to  submit  while  there  was  time  to  the 
Government  of  India. 

The  message  was  despatched,  and  Lewis  lay  awake 
half  the  night  on  his  hard  pallet,  puzzUng  over  the  mys- 
terious message,  thinking  of  how  he  had  discussed  the 
very  man  to  whom  he  had  just  written,  with  M.  Lavel  in 
Paris,  and  wondered,  his  heart  contracting  with  pain, 
whether  he  would  ever  see  Diane  or  Henriette  again. 
Of  Grizel,  even  now  he  would  not  let  himself  think — save 
when  physical  weakness  so  broke  down  the  barrier  of 
his  will  that  his  thoughts  roamed  masterless. 

Diane's  pale  eager  face  with  its  cloud  of  dark  hair  stood 
out  clearly  before  his  mind's  eye  this  night,  and  it  seemed 
to  him  that  in  some  way  the  child  wanted  him. 

The  impression  was  so  strong  that  he  started  up,  leaning 
on  one  elbow  and  staring  into  the  darkness.  Surely  he 
was  mistaken,  yet  despite  the  thousands  of  miles  that 
separated  them,  he  could  have  sworn  he  heard  his  daughter's 
voice  calling  him  over  and  over  again  :  "  Daddy,  oh  daddy, 
daddy ! " 

A  few  stray  shots  rang  out  through  the  night,  and  he 
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lay  down  again,  certain  was  he  that  she  had  called  him, 
that  she  was  in  trouble  or  pain.  His  little  daughter, 
Diane — his  little  chum — what  was  wrong  1  A  cold  sweat 
broke  out  on  his  forehead  at  his  utter  impotence  to  respond 
to  that  piteous  cry,  and  he  lay  sleepless  tiU  dawn,  trying 
to  pray  for  her  safety,  tormented  by  doubt  and  fear. 

Snow  had  fallen  in  the  night,  its  carpet  of  white  greeting 
him  under  a  glorious  blue  sky,  when  he  left  his  room  the 
next  morning,  and  meeting  Gilbert  at  the  entrance  to  the 
hospital,  the  latter  stopped  and  stared. 

"  Good  heavens,  Lewis,  you  look  like  a  ghost !  Old 
trouble  started  again  ?  " 

"  No.  But  I  had  a  rotten  night,"  he  said,  and  in  a  few 
brief  words  told  of  what  he  had  experienced. 

They  were  far  too  good  friends  for  him  to  fear  lack  of 
understanding  on  Gilbert's  part. 

*'  It  was  not  nerves  or  imagination,"  he  ended,  "  I  am 
not  given  to  either  and  you  know  it." 

Gilbert  nodded. 

"  I  do.  And  I  can't  pretend  to  explain.  She,  on  her 
part,  may  have  experienced  a  sense  of  your  danger  and 
called  to  you  in  very  natural  distress.  There  is  no  reason 
why  not.  People  who  refuse  to  beUeve  in  spiritual  com- 
munication unaffected  by  mere  physical  matter,  like 
distance,  between  two  souls  deeply  attached  by  love  and 
confidence,  are  merely  ignorant  fools.  I  don't  say  it's 
not  rare,  but  I  do  maintain  it  is  possible." 

Lewis  nodded,  frowning  and  staring  at  the  ground  with 
compressed  lips.  He  was  thin  from  his  illness  and  looked 
worn  and  haggard,  but  the  sense  of  reserve  force  and 
indomitable  will  had  never  left  him. 

"  Well,  it's  no  good  brooding  over  private  worries," 
he  said,  after  a  moment,  "  I'll  come  round  with  you, 
and  then  I  must  get  those  coolies  to  work  on  the  repairs 
to  the  south  wall.    It's  been  a  bit  damaged." 

But  though  he  spoke  so,  the  sense  of  personal  trouble 
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was  with  him  all  day,  weighing  on  mind  and  heart  alike, 
making  him  go  about  his  work  grimly. 

At  four  another  messenger  arrived  from  the  enemy 
and  was  shown  into  his  presence  by  Pir  Khan,  whose 
expression  of  contemptuous  disgust  would  have  amused 
Lewis  at  any  other  time.  Sinclair  and  Gilbert  were  both 
present,  and  as  Lewis  opened  Sher  Afzul's  reply  they 
saw  there  was  an  enclosure  in  it,  and  for  the  moment  all 
three  felt  their  hearts  stand  still,  for  as  Lewis  unfolded 
the  sheet  the  signature  of  Barry  was  visible. 

Sher  Afzul's  boast  had  been  true,  as  the  letter  said  in 
a  curious  mixture  of  French  and  English,  for  he  and  his 
fellow  Lieutenant  Stevens,  with  twenty  Bengal  sappers 
and  miners,  and  some  men  of  the  Raghiinath  Regiment, 
conveying  ammimition,  had  been  attacked  on  the  Chitral 
side  of  Reshun  some  httle  time  before,  had  lost  many  men 
and  finally  been  taken  prisoners. 

White-hpped  and  stern,  Lewis  passed  the  letter  to  the 
two  soldiers,  and  begaii  to  read  Sher  Afzul's  epistle,  which 
expressed  a  desire  for  friendliness,  proof  of  which  appeared 
in  the  sending  of  Barry's  letter.  Would  his  brave  and 
great  Highness,  the  "  General "  CHevedon,  send  his 
Indian  head  clerk  to  arrange.  Lewis  lost  no  time  in  reply- 
ing, offering  also  a  three  days'  armistice  as  a  preliminary. 
Should  this  be  agreed  to,  Sher  Afzid  was  to  hoist  a  white 
flag  and  the  Fort  should  reply.  With  that  the  messenger 
was  dismissed  and  Lewis  turned  to  his  companions. 

"  Time  is  everything  if  they  play  fair,"  he  said,  "  If  I  " 

"  Our  only  chance  to  help  Barry  and  Stevens  is  to  get 
a  letter  through  warning  them  of  the  state  of  things," 
Sinclair  said.  "  Oh  lord — ^if  only  they  hurry  up  from 
India." 

"  I'm  afraid  they  mean  treachery  at  Reshun,"  Lewis 
rejoined  wearily,  "  One  can't  trust  any  one  of  'em." 

The  next  morning  the  Indian  clerk  was  sent  off,  primed 
with  instructions  and  a  written  dupUcate  in  case  his  nerves 
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or  memory  should  fail,  and  then  there  was  nothing  to  do 

except  wait. 

It  was  late  before  he  returned  with  a  long  story  of  the 
day's  proceedings,  how  Sher  Afzul  had  refused  to  allow 
a  letter  to  be  sent  to  Barry,  or  an  armistice  by  the  mouth 
of  a  soldier  commander,  Umra  Khan's  cousin;  one  thing 
and  one  thing  only  could  mean  peace,  that  was  the  instant 
evacuation  of  the  Fort  by  the  EngUsh. 

"  I  don't  think  Sher  Afzul  is  a  free  agent  in  the  afiair 
for  all  his  bluster,"  Lewis  said,  when  the  clerk  had  departed, 
and  the  Chitrali  messenger  waited  without,  under  guard, 
to  take  the  reply  back. 

"  You  see  Amir  AJi  " — the  clerk — "  wasn't  allowed  to 
speak  to  him  except  in  this  young  chieftain's  presence." 

"  He's  out  for  blood,"  Wilson  said,  with  a  wry  grin — 
the  consultation  was  being  held  in  his  room — "  What 
have  you  written  in  reply  ?  " 

"  Repeated  my  opinion  that  if  he  wishes  for  peace  his 
actions  aren't  very  peaceful,  asked  what  guarantee  he 
would  give  that  we  shouldn't  be  cut  down  as  we  evacuated 
the  Fort,  and  I've  suggested  that  if  he  wants  to  end  the 
truce  he  can  fire  a  gim  at  dusk  and  we  shall  understand. 
I've  no  hope  of  a  reasonable  answer  but  it's  time  gained 
anyway." 

So  the  messenger  departed  once  more,  and  presently 
returned  with  a  final  letter,  poUte  as  ever,  stating  that 
all  the  negotiations  must  be  laid  before  Umra  Khan  at 
Kila  Drosh,  and  that  for  the  present  there  need  be  no 
more  fighting.    With  that  they  were  obliged  to  be  content. 

It  was  an  agreeable  change  to  be  able  to  walk  about 
the  flat  roofs  and  open  courtyards  of  the  Fort,  during  the 
next  two  or  three  days,  with  no  fear  of  snipers'  bullets, 
and  to  see  cattle  and  goats  straying  over  the  land  close 
up  to  the  walls  usually  swept  by  rifle-fire.  Heavy  rain 
and  a  cold  wind  rather  spoiled  matters,  for  the  pickets 
and  sentries  were  drenched  to  the  skin — an  occurrence 
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which  sent  still  more  of  the  ill-fed  men  into  the  over- 
crowded hospital,  and  Gilbert  worked  harder  and  more 
Bilently  than  ever,  worried  chiefly  by  the  fact  that  his 
store  of  chloroform,  most  precious  drag,  was  reduced  to 
one  very  small  bottle,  and  that  dressing  had  to  be  per- 
formed with  a  mixture  of  carbolic  tooth-paste  and  water. 

At  last  came  the  final  letter  from  Sher  Afzul,  stating 
that  Barry  and  Stevens  were  well,  but  being  carried  off 
in  a  southerly  direction,  and  the  inmates  of  the  Fort  began 
to  grow  still  more  uneasy,  for  each  of  the  EngUshmen  knew 
that  Barry  had  had  rifles,  ammunition,  and  a  large  quantity 
of  gun-cotton  with  him  when  he  was  captured,  and  it  was 
evident  the  besiegers  would  make  good  use  of  all  the 
unexpected  stores. 

Meanwhile  Lewis's  own  health  began  to  give  Gilbert 
more  and  more  anxiety ;  he  was  frightfully  weak,  and 
the  inability  to  diet  him  properly,  gave  but  a  poor  chance 
against  the  illness  which  had  fastened  so  vigorously  upon 
him.  Then  too,  the  chief  anxiety  and  the  chief  responsi- 
bility were  his,  to  him  the  Hves  of  the  expedition  were 
entrusted,  and  all  the  while  he  was  evidently  labouring 
under  some  personal  and  private  worry  for  which  there 
was  no  alleviation.  He  wished  with  all  his  heart  that  Lewis 
would  speak  to  him  of  this  secret  trouble  that  he  felt 
certain  was  contributing  its  quota  to  the  burden  already 
to  be  borne,  but  Lewis  had  so  evidently  no  intention 
of  confiding  his  private  affairs  to  any  living  soul,  that 
Gilbert  had  long  ago  given  up  hope.  And  so  the  weary 
days  and  weeks  dragged  on,  and  the  hospital  grew  a 
little  fuller,  the  condition  of  the  miserable  fort  a  Uttle 
worse,  the  Indian  and  Kashmiri  troops  weaker,  and  the 
EngUshmen  more  gaunt  and  hollow-eyed,  as  the  lovely 
northern  spring  broke  over  the  land. 


CHAPTER  XXIV 

"  I  SAY,  Pir  Khan,  what  the  deuce  is  this  ?  "  Sinclair 
enquired,  and  a  chorus  of  similar  enquiries  rose  from  every 
ojG&cer  at  the  table  as  Pir  Khan  proudly  set  down  a  large 
bowl  before  Lewis,  and  answered  with  his  customary 
inimitable  dignity : 

"  Beef  tea,  sahib  !  " 

"  Oh  lord !  Take  it  away  !  You're  trying  to  poison 
us." 

Pir  Khan,  who  had  apparently  had  a  hand  in  making 
the  soup  in  question,  looked  at  his  master  with  dumb 
appeal,  but  even  Lewis  was  against  him. 

"  Yes,  take  it  away,"  he  said.  "  Give  it  to  the  men," 
and  the  khitmutgar  retreated  sorrowfully  leaving  behind 
an  appalling  smell  from  the  wooden  bowl. 

"It  is  horse  !  "  Fisher  declared. 

"  Bad  cow  !  "  suggested  some  one  else,  and  "  Dead 
Chitrali,"  from  Sinclair,  and  after  much  discussion  the 
hungry  men  fell  to  upon  half-spoiled  rice  and  some  of  the 
eternal  pea-flour  soup,  nobody  talking  much  till  Mayhew 
suddenly  remarked  : 

"  By  Jove,  Lavel,  have  you  ever  tasted  the  '  wet  devil ' 

they  do  you  at  the  Savoy "    Whereupon  every  one 

promptly  proceeded  to  talk  of  food  and  compare  dish 
by  dish  the  various  famous  restaurants. 

"  Voisin's  beats  the  lot !  "  Gilbert  declared.  "  There's 
a  way  of  doing  a  sole  he  has,  with " 

"  Unpatriotic  blighter  !  " 

"  Isn't  your  own  country  good  enough  for  you  ?  " 

"It  is  his  own  country  as  much  as  England,"  Sinclair 
247 
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put  in  gently.  "  And  it's  my  rum  day.  I've  not  touched 
my  pint  for  a  week.    Pass  it  along,  Lavel !  " 

There  was  a  little  very  bad  rum  in  the  Fort,  and  it  had 
been  agreed  that  a  pint  should  be  issued  once  in  twelve 
days  to  each  British  officer ;  the  pint  was  a  small  one, 
the  spirit  execrable,  but  it  was  looked  upon  as  a  luxury 
nevertheless,  and  each  man  jealously  guarded  his  store. 

When  Pit  Khan  had  left  them  and  they  were  chatting 
over  wine  and  cigars  as  Fisher  insisted  on  putting  it, 
Sinclair  broke  abruptly  into  the  conversation  with  a 
remark  that  promptly  squashed  any  levity. 

"  I  fancy  we'll  be  attacked  to-night.  Hiram  Singh 
reported  to  me  just  before  dinner  that  he's  seen  fifty  or 
so  men  moving  from  the  bazaar  to  that  hidden  path  by 
the  river.    It's  the  stable  picket  they're  after,  I  think." 

The  talk  promptly  turned  to  the  all-important  topic 
of  defence,  and  about  ten  Lewis  paid  a  cautious  visit  to 
the  picket  in  question,  was  nearly  fired  upon  as  an  enemy 
by  the  Sikh  sentries,  and  retired  to  bed  hoping  all  was 
well. 

It  seemed  to  him  that  he  had  scarcely  closed  his  eyes 
before  a  volley  roused  him,  and  he  got  up  and  dressed 
hastily,  to  find  Sinclair  and  Lavel  with  the  military  picket 
ready  for  any  emergency  and  Mayhew  and  Fisher  on  the 
river  and  south  parapets.  It  was  evidently  a  real  attack, 
but  on  which  front  was  difficult  to  determine  tiU  a  brilliant 
light  glared  upon  them  from  the  south-east  comer  of  the 
Fort,  and  a  Chitrali  came  panting  up  with  a  message 
from  Mayhew  to  say  the  enemy  had  set  fire  to  the  Gun 
Tower. 

For  a  moment  Lewis  stood  motionless,  then  swearing 
at  ill-luck  he  hurried  ofE,  rousing  every  unarmed  man  in 
the  Fort,  and  marshaUing  the  frightened  chattering  crowd 
into  long  lines  close  to  the  tower,  passing  buckets,  pails  and 
pots  of  water  from  hand  to  hand  after  the  fashion  of  an 
amateur  fire  brigade. 
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The  fire  had  to  be  tackled  from  above,  an  appallingly 
difficult  task,  for  the  chief  vantage  point  was  the  roof 
of  a  summer-house  with  a  three-foot  wall  over  which  earth 
or  water  must  be  thrown — the  thrower  being  exposed 
the  while  to  the  enemy's  sniping. 

The  noise  was  terrific ;  the  roaring  and  crackling  of 
flames,  the  smashing  of  weak  masonry  and  beams,  the 
yells,  volleys  and  cries  of  the  enemy,  and  the  high-pitched 
vociferous  prayers  of  the  priests  in  the  ChitraU  ranks. 
All  combined  to  form  a  veritable  nightmare,  and  one  that 
no  man  taking  part  in  it  could  easily  forget. 

Fighting  the  flames  and  the  enemy  at  once,  it  was  almost 
broad  dayUght  before  the  former  was  got  under  though 
not  fidly  conquered,  or  the  latter  for  the  moment  wearied  ; 
then  just  as  Lewis  was  stooping  down  to  speak  to  a  man 
he  felt  a  violent  blow  on  his  shoulder,  so  violent  that  he 
pitched  on  his  face  beKeving  one  of  the  dislodged  beams 
had  struck  him.  At  that  instant,  Lavel  hurrying  by, 
stopped  on  seeing  his  shoulder  and  coat  drenched  in  blood. 

"  You're  hit,  man !  "  he  exclaimed.  "  Here,  come 
with  me." 

He  lost  no  time  in  dragging  him  off,  and  in  a  very  few 
minutes  Lewis,  much  to  his  disgust,  found  himself  bandaged 
and  put  ignominiously  to  bed. 

Once  there,  dependent  upon  reports  for  the  progress 
of  the  fighting,  the  large  and  deep  wound — ^indeed  the 
Snider  bullet,  though  avoiding  the  bone,  had  carried 
away  a  good  piece  of  the  shoulder — and  the  consequent 
strained  position  causing  acute  physical  discomfort, 
Lewis  spent  the  day  miserably  enough,  and  the  evening 
and  night  a  prey  to  utter  exhaustion  of  mind  and  body. 

For  a  day  or  two  all  was  quiet  save  for  the  never-ceasing 
sniping,  then  Lavel  developed  fever,  which  had  the  effect 
of  making  him  more  taciturn  than  ever,  but  apparently 
did  not  hinder  him  from  working  just  as  desperately  as 
always ;  indeed  there  was  no  time  for  the  ouly  medical 
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officer  to  look  after  himself,  so  large  were  the  number  of 
sick  and  wounded,  so  appalling  the  conditions  of  the 
Fort. 

Then  came  a  day  when  it  was  discovered  that  the  enemy 
were  mining  close  to  the  walls,  and  Fisher  in  command  of 
some  of  the  Kashmiris  proceeded  to  countermine ;  an 
attack  was  followed  by  a  sortie  in  which  the  besieged  men 
fought  gallantly,  and  though  heavily  punished,  brought 
back  two  prisoners  into  the  Fort  and  a  rumour  that  a 
British  force  was  approaching. 

To  the  starving  wearied  men  the  news,  untrustworthy 
as  it  was,  was  far  too  good  to  be  believed,  and  Lewis 
insisted  on  leaving  his  bed  to  take  a  hand  with  Lavel  in 
nursing  the  wounded,  for  many  men  had  been  terribly 
hurt  in  the  sortie. 

As  Lewis  approached  the  hospital  Gilbert  met  him, 
his  face  ashen,  his  eyes  brilliant  with  fever  and  full  of 
horror,  and  even  as  they  met  a  dreadful  sound  rang  out 
through  the  spring  sunshine,  the  shriek  of  a  man  in  un- 
bearable agony. 

"  My  God  !  How  horrible  !  "  Lewis  exclaimed,  his  own 
lips  paling.    "  Who  is  it  ?  " 

"  Bir  Singh,"  Gilbert  answered,  and  his  voice  shook. 
"  The  poor  devil  is  horribly  injured.  He  can't  live  more 
than  a  few  hours,  and  he's  got  to  go  through  them  like 
that!" 

For  Bir  Singh,  a  splendid  Sikh,  and  one  of  the  best 
soldiers  in  the  garrison,  to  die  screaming  in  agony,  was  an 
unbearable  thought,  and  as  the  awful  cries  rang  out  Lewis 
shuddered  and  caught  Gilbert's  arm.  v 

"  For  God's  sake  give  him  chloroform — anything," 
he  said,  and  Gilbert's  face  twisted. 

"  There  isn't  any  more,"  he  said  harshly,  and  Lewis 
drew  back  and  went  with  grim  face  to  the  hospital.  He 
found  there  the  dying  man  writhing  on  the  floor  biting 
at  his  clenched  hands  to  keep  back  the  sounds  that  in 
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shaming  his  manhood  were  adding  tenfold  to  his  agony, 
and  at  the  sight  of  his  livid  face  and  tortured  eyes  Lewis, 
kneeling  by  his  side  to  bathe  his  face  with  water,  broke 
down  completely. 

Even  in  his  extremity  the  amazing  fact  of  such  sym- 
pathy seemed  to  penetrate  to  the  Sikh's  brain ;  he  could 
not  speak,  but  his  rolling  eyes  saw  the  tears  on  the  English- 
man's gaunt  face,  and  with  an  almost  superhuman  effort 
he  made  a  gesture  as  of  a  salute.  Then  a  fierce  convulsion 
took  him,  knotting  the  writhing  limbs,  the  shriek  choked 
in  his  throat,  there  was  a  jerk,  a  gasp,  and  he  was  dead. 

Sick  and  shaking  Lewis  rose  and  turned  away,  feeling 
as  though  he  would  hear  for  ever  those  terrible  sounds, 
and  at  that  instant  Mayhew  came  in  with  excitement 
written  in  his  lean  face. 

"  I've  been  interrogating  the  prisoners,"  he  said,  "  and 

they  swear  a  British  force  is  coming  rapidly  up.   They " 

he  jerked  his  head  to  indicate  the  enemy,  "  they're  trying 
to  get  away  their  dead.  Gad,  I'd  give  something  to  know 
it's  true." 

Night  fell  with  no  further  news,  however,  but  shortly 
before  ten  Pir  Khan  came  to  the  mess,  his  stately  dignity 
for  once  disturbed. 

"  Sahib,  there  is  a  man,  Ali  Shah,  without  begging  for 
admission.    He  says  the  besiegers  have  fled." 

It  was  the  work  of  a  minute  to  have  Ali  Shah  brought 
in  before  Lewis,  though  no  precautions  were  relaxed, 
and  as  the  man — the  brother  of  one  of  the  chieftains  who 
had  joined  the  British — told  his  tidings,  it  was  hard  to 
take  them  quietly. 

The  besiegers  had  indeed  fled,  he  declared,  Sher  Afzul 
and  all  his  following ;  there  had  been  a  battle  at  Nisa 
Gul,  the  sortie  had  hopelessly  depressed  the  enemy  in 
view  of  the  fact  that  a  victorious  Gilgit  force  was  encamped 
but  two  marches  away. 

As  he  was  conducted  from  the  mess  the  weary  men  sat 
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staring  at  one  another,  hardly  daring  to  hope  it  was  true, 
till  the  irrepressible  Fisher  burst  out  with  a  shout : 

"  Then  let's  have  the  last  cigarettes  !  " 

It  was  a  suggestion  that  everybody  fell  in  with.  The 
last  precious  cigarettes,  seven  in  number,  had  been  in  the 
charge  of  one  of  the  native  nobles,  and  now  as  they  were 
brought  out  and  carefully  lit,  all  tongues  seemed  loosened 
and  a  perfect  babel  of  talk  broke  forth. 

Lewis  and  Gilbert  were  too  worn  out  for  much  noise, 
but  even  they  did  not  feel  incUned  to  sleep,  and  the  night 
wore  away  peaceably  for  once. 

Mayhew  was  ordered  out  with  a  company  to  scout 
early  the  next  morning,  and  shortly  after  nine  the  amazing 
truth  was  known  ...  Sir  Henry  Dysart  was  only  two 
marches  away  .  .  .  the  siege  was  over. 

The  weather  was  glorious :  the  sky  a  cloudless  blue, 
the  air  fresh  and  warm,  and  from  the  walls  and  roofs, 
safe  at  last,  a  wide  view  of  fertile  fields  stretched  to  the 
encircling  rampart  of  mountains  ;  wheat  and  barley  waving 
gently  in  the  sunshine,  the  fruit  trees  masses  of  pink  and 
white  blossom,  the  thick  foliage  of  the  great  chenars  near 
the  south  wall,  that  had  been  such  a  source  of  anxiety, 
now  adding  tenfold  to  the  beauty  of  the  scene  to  men  who 
had  spent  so  many  weeks  cooped  up  in  the  evil-smelling 
tiny  fort. 

If  anything,  every  one  was  busier  than  before,  but  it 
was  very  different  work  now,  for  traders  from  the  neigh- 
bouring villages  were  hurrying  in  to  sell  and  bring  little 
gifts  of  propitiation — groceries  and  the  like.  Sheep  and 
goats  were  being  requisitioned  and  clean  food  prepared  for 
the  soldiers  and  the  sick.  Lewis  was  hard  at  interviews 
and  reports,  with  Mayhew  to  help,  and  visitors  relieved 
from  military  duty  trooped  in  to  visit  Wilson  and  promise 
to  carry  him  out  into  the  open  directly  a  pleasant  spot 
under  the  trees  could  be  found;  promises  which  Wilson 
received  with  a  grin,  knowing  the  ways  of  humanity. 
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All  doubt  was  ended  that  afternoon,  for  a  letter  came 
for  Lewis  from  Dysart,  and  just  after  noon  the  following 
day  the  advance  guard  of  the  relief  was  seen  crossing  the 
bridge  half  a  mile  away. 

Chitral  was  reUeved,  and  by  a  gallant  force  who  had 
faced  and  conquered  well-nigh  insurmountable  difficulties. 


CHAPTEE  XXV 

When  Grizel  opened  her  eyes  late  the  morning  after  her 
sister's  dance,  she  lay  for  a  little  wondering  what  had 
happened.  Then  memory  returned  and  she  closed  them 
again  frowning.  It  was  nine  o'clock  and  time  to  get 
up,  but  she  was  very  weary  and  very  saddened,  and  the 
bright  April  sunlight  pouring  through  her  half-closed 
curtains  seemed  to  mock  the  suffering  the  world  held. 

A  knock  at  the  door  roused  her,  and  caUing  "  Come 
in  !  "  she  saw  Eliki  with  a  note  in  her  hand. 

"  It's  for  you,"  she  said,  "  Victor  gave  it  me.  He's 
just  gone." 

"  Gone  ?  "  Grizel  raised  herself  on  her  elbow  and  stared, 
holding  out  her  hand  for  the  envelope.    "  Where  ?  " 

"  London,  I  suppose.  He  just  carried  a  bag  and  said 
the  other  things  could  be  sent  when  you  heard." 

She  stood  poised  on  one  slim  leg  gazing  out  of  the  window, 
while  Grizel  read  the  scrawled  lines  : 

"  Dear  Grizel, 

"  I'm  o£E  early  as  I  don't  wish  to  have  any  fuss. 
I  have  left  a  note  for  my  father  and  have  gone  straight 
to  Cavendish  Place.    You  know  the  address.    It  takes 
place  to-morrow  morning. 
"  You  have  been  very  kind  to  me. 

'•  ViCTOE." 

So  he  had  gone — gone  to  face  the  ordeal  before  which  the 
strongest  nerves  might  be  expected  to  quiver,  and  gone 
like  this  because  of  one  woman's  heartlessness.     Grizel 
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knew  now  the  truth,  and  in  the  stripping  naked  of  Henri- 
ette's  character  lay  suffering  almost  as  keen  as  her  sorrow 
for  Victor. 

After  a  moment  she  became  aware  that  Kiki  was  still 
waiting. 

"  Is  Diane  up  yet  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Yes,  we've  both  been  in  the  garden.  The  hyacinths 
are  lovely,  Grizel !    Just  like  a  pool  of  blue." 

"  Where  is  papa  ?  " 

"  Not  down  yet." 

"  Very  well.  Order  breakfast  for  me  in  twenty  minutes, 
will  you  ?  " 

Kiki  ran  off  whistling  gaily,  and  Grizel,  languor  for- 
gotten, hurried  her  bath  and  toilet  to  the  utmost  of  her 
power,  busily  turning  over  her  plans. 

She  had  promised,  not  once,  nor  twice,  to  stand  by 
Henriette  and  never  allow  her  loyalty  and  love  to  waver  ; 
Henriette  was  testing  it  severely  now,  and  if  in  her  heart 
something  had  died  for  ever  in  that  love,  Henriette  must 
never  know  it.  By  the  time  she  was  dressed  her  mind  was 
made  up,  and  after  an  interview  with  M.  Jean  she  wired 
her  brother  that  she  was  coming  to  town  and  should  stay 
quite  near. 

That  done,  she  faced  Henriette. 

The  dance  was  excuse  for  the  latter's  late  rising,  but  to 
one  so  used  to  social  duties  it  was  poor  for  Henriette's 
pale  cheeks  and  purple-shadowed  eyes,  when  Grizel,  enter- 
ing the  drawing-room,  found  her  curled  up  by  the  fire. 

At  the  sound  of  the  opening  door  Henriette  looked  up. 

"  You  ?    Come  and  talk  to  me  !  " 

Grizel  closed  the  door  and  came  slowly  forward.  For 
once  she  did  not  know  what  to  say,  and  as  if  Henriette 
divined  the  tension  she  began  to  speak  hurriedly,  plunging 
into  the  very  subject  Grizel  would  have  wished  to  avoid. 

"  Isn't  this  anxiety  over  Chitrdl  ghastly  ?  I  can't  help 
lying  awake  over  it,  and  when  I  sleep  I  dream  all  the  time. 
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When  win  they  get  there  and  relieve  them  ?  It's  too 
dreadful !  I'm  just  a  wreck  with  anxiety.  Grizel !  You 
do  think  they'll  be  all  right,  don't  you  ?  " 

Grizel  pushed  her  chair  round  a  little  so  that  the  sun- 
light did  not  fall  directly  upon  her. 

"  I  hardly  dare  think,"  she  said,  as  quietly  as  she  could. 
"  The  danger  is  extreme." 

"  If  only  Lewis  hadn't  gone  back !  I  begged  him  not 
to  go  !  " 

"  Surely  he  had  no  choice  ?  "  Grizel  said,  as  if  she  were 
asking  a  question  instead  of  stating  a  fact.  "  He  was 
under  orders." 

Henriette  shrugged  her  shoulders,  was  silent  for  a 
moment,  then  spoke  hurriedly. 

"  I'm  going  home  to-morrow — to  Sloane  Street.  You'll 
keep  Diane  a  little  longer,  won't  you  ?  " 

"  If  you  wish  it." 

"  Of  course  I  wish  it  .  .  .  and  .  .  .  and  .  .  .  and 
you  are  coming  up  to  town,  M.  Jean  tells  me.  Will  you 
come  to  me,  Grizel  ?  " 

Just  for  a  moment  Grizel  hesitated,  longing  to  unburden 
her  mind  and  tell  Henriette  what  she  knew ;  then  she 
conquered  the  wish  and  answered  without  embarrass- 
ment. 

"  No,    I  can't  do  that.    I  want  to  be  nearer  Victor." 

The  colour  which  had  been  creeping  back  to  Henriette's 
face  faded  suddenly,  her  eyes  grew  wide  with  a  curious 
look  of  fear,  she  moved  restlessly. 

"  I — it  is — ^it  is  very  dreadful !  "  she  stanamered.  "  Of 
course  nobody  dreamed  it  was  so  serious.  I — I  am  horror- 
stricken.    Do  not  let  us  talk  of  it.' ' 

And  Grizel  was  only  too  willing  to  drop  the  subject. 

It  was  a  relief  to  her  to  get  away  from  Altonbury,  for 
her  acute  anxiety  for  the  safety  of  those  in  Chitral  and 
for  Victor  made  her  feel  disinclined  for  any  company, 
and  she  established  herself  in  a  quiet  little  hotel  not  very 
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far  from  Cavendish  Place  to  await  the  result  of  the  morrow's 
dread  occurrence.  The  next  day  was  almost  like  June  in 
its  warmth  and  loveliness,  and  she  took  a  long  walk  in  the 
Park  during  the  morning,  knowing  it  was  no  good  going 
to  Cavendish  Place  and  feeling  quite  unable  to  remain 
inactive.  One  thing  comforted  her,  in  a  sorry  fashion, 
it  is  true,  but  comforted  nevertheless.  Heartless  as 
Henriette  had  been,  it  was  a  reHef  to  know  that  she  had 
terminated  the  miserable  afEair  ;  at  least,  while  her  husband 
was  in  deadly  danger  she  was  not  being  unfaithful  to  him. 
Of  the  future,  should  Lewis  return,  Grizel  did  not  dare 
let  herself  think  ;  all  she  had  determined  was  that  if  Victor 
recovered  she  and  he  wotdd  go  away  for  at  least  a  year 
and  wander  aimlessly  wherever  their  fancy  might  dictate  ; 
for  though  he  did  not  guess  it,  she  shared  with  him  the 
burden  of  memories  she  desired  to  destroy. 

It  was  nearly  two  o'clock  before  she  reached  Cavendish 
Place,  where  she  was  ushered  into  a  pretty  blue  and  white 
reception-room  to  await  the  verdict.  She  hated  blue  and 
white  ever  after. 

There  were  bowls  of  bulbs  in  flower  standing  about 
the  room,  yellow  dafiodil,  fragrant  pheasant-eye  narcissus, 
hyacinths,  white,  pink  and  mauve,  heavy  with  scent ; 
magazines  lay  about,  and  there  was  no  hint  of  tragedy  in 
the  pleasant  sunny  atmosphere,  yet  Grizel  felt  its  very 
charm  was  horrible  and  longed  to  wait  in  the  marble- 
floored  hall,  the  gloom  of  which  seemed  so  much  more 
suited  to  the  real  nature  of  the  house. 

It  seemed  an  eternity  before  footsteps  sounded  without, 
and  she  stood  rigidly  by  the  window,  her  hands  pressed 
together,  her  face  ashen,  waiting  for  the  door  to  open  and 
the  words  of  doom  to  be  pronounced. 

Cheerful  voices  came  to  her,  then  the  door  handle 
turned  and  Rawhnson  entered,  rubbing  his  hands  after 
their  final  steriUsed  washing,  his  ruddy  face  aUght  with 
smiles. 
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"  Ah,  my  dear  Lady  Thurston,  I'm  delighted  to  see  you 
and  to  have  such  news.  The  best  of  news — your  brother 
is  safely  through  the  operation — ah  !  " 

His  tone  changed  suddenly,  his  hands  darted  out,  those 
wonderful  hands  that  wrought  miracles  of  healing,  for 
Grizel  had  swayed  forward  in  a  dead  faint. 

When  she  came  to  herself  she  was  lying  on  the  sofa,  a 
nurse  was  holding  some  water  to  her  lips,  and  RawUnson 
was  standing  at  her  side  watching  her  with  grave  eyes  ; 
and  at  the  sight  of  them  the  realisation  of  her  utterly 
unexpected  action  sent  the  truant  blood  back  into  her 
cheeks. 

"  Oh  !  "  she  exclaimed,  horror-stricken,  "  I — I  am  so 
sorry  !  "  and  tried  to  sit  up,  but  the  nurse  kept  her  down 
by  a  gentle  pressure  on  her  shoulder,  and  the  great  surgeon's 
frown  vanished. 

"  I'm  afraid  you've  been  exhausting  yourself  and  for- 
getting such  a  thing  as  food  exists  !  "  he  said,  the  smile 
coming  back  to  his  face.  "  Now  I  will  tell  you  the  rest  of 
my  news  if  you'll  promise  me  not  to  faint  again,  and  then 
I  shall  send  you  ofi  to  have  a  good  soUd  luncheon  with 
your  father  who  will  be  down  in  a  minute." 

He  paused  a  second,  glancing  at  the  nurse  who  went 
quietly  out  of  the  room,  then  sat  down  in  her  place. 

"  Lady  Thurston,  I  was  never  so  glad  in  my  life  to  have 
made  a  wrong  diagnosis,"  he  said.  "  Your  brother  has 
been  suffering  from  a  growth  which  had  every  appearance 
of  being — what  we  feared — until  I  operated  this  morning. 
It  has  proved  to  be  benignant  although  necessitating 
removal.  There  is  no  trace  of  maUgnant  disease  what- 
ever. All  Mr.  Lavel  needs  is  care  and  rest  and  he  will  be 
as  strong  as  I  am." 

As  he  finished  speaking  Grizel  hid  her  face,  and  when 
a  moment  or  two  later  she  looked  up  with  wet  lashes  and 
a  great  thankfulness  in  her  heart  she  was  alone. 

An  hour  and  a  half  later  she  and  M.  Jean  emerged 
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from  the  restaurant  where  they  had  lunched,  immensely 
content  with  each  other's  company,  and  made  their  way 
through  the  pleasant  sunny  streets  to  the  India  Office 
and  there  once  more  Grizel  waited,  no  longer  pale  and 
fearful  but  with  eyes  that  shone  on  the  whole  world,  for 
in  addition  to  the  glad  news  of  Victor,  there  was  a  hope 
for  good  news  from  the  East  also. 

She  did  not  have  to  wait  long  and  when  M.  Jean  joined 
her  he  looked  as  excited  as  a  boy,  for  the  long  weeks  of 
anxiety  had  culminated  in  success.  The  siege  of  Chitral 
was  at  an  end. 


CHAPTER  XXVI 

It  is  seldom  in  life  that  circumstances  turn  out  as  those 
who  plan  intend,  and  Grizel  was  almost  astonished  when 
she  realised  that  the  very  thing  she  intended  to  do  had 
come  to  pass.  Yet  here  she  was,  this  spring  afternoon, 
sitting  idly  enough  in  the  garden  of  the  Villa  Erminia, 
looking  down  on  the  blue  expanse  of  the  Lago  di  Como, 
while  not  twenty  yards  away  Victor  lay  flat  on  his  back 
in  the  sunshine.  It  was  just  a  year  since  that  fateful 
morning  when  she  had  waited  at  the  nursing  home  in 
Cavendish  Place,  a  year  uneventful  yet  quick  passing, 
and  this  particular  morning  for  some  unaccountable 
reason  her  thoughts  had  become  reminiscent. 

She  had  spent  the  year  very  much  as  she  had  planned. 
As  soon  as  Victor  was  convalescent  she  had  suggested 
they  should  go  away  together,  and  they  had  done  so, 
traveUing  by  easy  stages  to  Switzerland  where  they  had 
sp^t  the  summer ;  from  there  they  had  gone  south  as 
the  autumn  approached  to  Brindisi,  had  wintered  in 
Egypt,  spent  March  and  April  in  Rome,  and  now  were  on 
their  way  home,  always  leisurely  and  comfortably  at 
ease.  The  long  year  of  idleness  spent  in  new  and  beautiful 
scenes  had  worked  wonders  for  Victor ;  and  Grizel's 
company  had  been  the  best  possible  for  him.  The  fact 
that  they  were  both  trying  to  forget  things  that  were 
painfid — unknown  though  that  fact  was  each  to  the  other 
— made  for  mutual  help  and  strengthening,  for  behind 
their  actions  was  the  ever-present  sense  of  making  a 
plucky  efEort.  And  efforts  are  health-giving  factors  in 
life,  as  they  both  discovered. 

260 
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It  had  cost  Grizel  some  bitterness  to  leave  baby  Derek 
for  so  long,  but  lie  was  too  young  to  miss  her,  he  was  in 
keeping  as  safe  as  her  own,  and  she  felt  that  Victor  needed 
her.  She  had  felt,  too,  the  need  of  getting  away  from 
the  life  around  her,  of  readjusting  her  own  mental  attitude, 
of  healing,  and  to  her  this  year  had  been  like  a  pause, 
giving  her  time  to  face  her  own  soul  and  tackle  the  prob- 
lems that  had  threatened  its  honour. 

She  could  face  the  return  to  England  or  Paris  with 
equanimity  now,  could  contemplate  meeting  Lewis  Clieve- 
don  with  self-possession  ;  for  though  her  love  for  him  was 
not  dead,  never  would  by  its  nature  die,  it  was  held  in 
check,  its  lawlessness  conquered. 

This  afternoon  she  found  herself  wondering  as  to  Victor's 
state  of  mind — his  state  of  body  was  all  that  the  most 
exacting  sister  could  desire.  Had  he  put  Henriette  out 
of  his  life,  or  would  a  meeting  between  them  stir  him 
again  to  passion  and  agony  and  sin  ?  He  had  paid  dearly 
for  his  transgression  and  Grizel  longed  that  there  should 
be  no  renewal  of  suffering  for  him. 

They  intended  going  to  England  the  following  week, 
or  they  might  change  their  minds  and  stay  in  Paris :  it 
was  novel  as  well  as  delightful  to  Grizel,  to  have  no  one's 
convenience  to  consult  except  her  own — Victor  being 
quite  willing  to  wander  as  long  as  she  chose. 

She  knew  from  Gilbert  that  Lewis  had  left  India  for 
a  home  appointment  consequent  on  his  health,  which  his 
illness  at  Chitral  had  rendered  precarious  for  a  time  at 
least,  and  she  knew  that  Sir  Henry  Dysart,  who  had  led 
the  relief  column  on  the  now  famous  march  from  Peshawar, 
was  also  on  his  way  home  on  six  weeks'  "  special."  What 
she  did  not  know  was  that  he  was  in  Italy  and  making 
the  speediest  way  to  her,  so  she  was  very  considerably 
astonished  when  the  sound  of  footsteps  made  her  look 
towards  the  house,  and  she  saw  his  tall  well-known  figure 
following  the  servant  along  the  path. 
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For  a  moment  she  was  so  startled  that  she  did  not 
move,  then  rising  hastily  went  forward  with  hands  out- 
stretched. 

"  Sir  Henry  !    You  !    I  imagined  you  in  mid-ocean  !  " 

He  bent  over  her  hands,  his  eager  eyes  searching  her 
face. 

"I  left  the  boat  at  Brindisi  and  chanced  finding 
you,"  he  said;  "this  is  luck  I  hardly  expected,  though 
M.  Louis  wired  me  from  Paris  where  you  would  probably 
be." 

Her  regard  for  him  as  an  old  and  valued  friend  made  her 
genuinely  glad  to  see  him,  but  there  was  regret  mingled 
with  her  pleasure,  for  she  knew  that  she  must  give  him 
pain,  must  shatter  the  hopes  with  which  he  had  come  to 
Italy.  All  doubt  with  regard  to  her  own  feelings  had  fled, 
and  though  she  had  made  herself  put  Lewis  Chevedon 
out  of  her  mind,  she  knew  she  could  never  love  any  other 
man. 

This  aU  flashed  through  her  mind  as  she  returned  his 
greeting,  then  she  drew  attention  to  Victor's  recumbent 
form  with  a  laugh. 

"  He  said  he  was  going  to  work  this  afternoon.  Be- 
hold !  " 

They  went  down  the  straight  path  towards  him,  but 
suddenly  Dysart  checked  himself. 

"  Why  should  he  be  disturbed  ?  "  he  remarked.  "  There 
are  two  chairs  invitingly  placed.  Let  us  sit  there  and 
talk." 

"  Yes.  We  will.  I  want  to  hear  and  ask  so  much. 
You've  had  such  an  eventful  time.  There  !  That  is 
delightful !  " 

She  sank  back  against  the  cushions  smiling  up  at  him, 
and  though  they  had  both  spoken  of  having  much  to  say, 
both  remained  silent. 

Immediately  in  front  of  them  a  low  wall  covered  with 
clustering  pink  rambler  formed  a  favourite  promenade 
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for  tiny  darting  lizards,  and  just  beyond  the  wall  the  tops 
of  young  trees  and  feathery  bamboo  lifted  themselves  to 
the  sun,  for  from  the  Villa  garden  the  ground  dropped 
precipitously  to  the  lake  which  lay  out  two  hundred 
feet  below,  a  sheet  of  vivid  azure,  dotted  here  and  there 
by  the  tiny  black  specks  of  boats.  Just  opposite,  Bellagio 
clustered  on  its  steep  promontory,  a  veritable  fairy  town 
with  its  white  walls  and  red  roofs  nesthng  amidst  the 
chestnut  woods  that  were  just  bursting  into  leaf,  and 
beyond  again,  the  mountains,  their  topmost  ridges  still 
glistening  with  snow,  rose  diamond-white  against  the 
cloudless  blue. 

The  garden  itself  was  but  a  narrow  terrace  of  turf  and 
blossom  cut  into  the  hillside,  which  rose  another  three 
hundred  feet  and  more  behind  the  Villa,  clothed  in  trees 
whose  branches  were  feathery  with  the  delicate  green  of 
new  foUage,  the  spires  of  poplars  slender  and  graceful, 
the  dainty  clustering  acacia,  walnut  with  its  spreading 
branches,  and  wild  cherry  one  mass  of  snowy  bloom. 

To  Grizel  who  had  never  before  visited  the  Lakes,  it 
was  sufficient  pleasure  just  to  sit  in  the  hot  sunshine 
feasting  her  eyes  on  the  loveliness  around,  or  to  wander 
along  the  roads,  or  climb  through  the  steep  meadows 
with  their  carpet  of  fragrant  cowsHps. 

Dysart,  too,  felt  for  the  moment  utterly  content  with 
his  surroundings,  despite  the  strange  intuition  that  had 
seized  upon  him  directly  they  had  met.  Even  in  that 
instant  it  had  seemed  to  him  that  he  knew  his  hopes  were 
not  destined  to  be  fulfilled ;  but  just  for  the  moment  all 
was  so  exquisite  that  he  could  afford  to  put  everything 
aside  but  the  sheer  pleasure  of  Grizel's  company  and  the 
beauty  of  the  scene  around. 

By  and  by  they  talked  in  the  pleasantly  informal 
manner  of  very  good  friends,  and  as  the  sunny  afternoon 
slipped  away  his  conviction  grew  stronger  and  stronger, 
and  with  it,  despite  the  heartache,  a  new  resolve  that  he 
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would  spare  himself  and  her  the  pain  of  putting  that 
knowledge  into  words. 

Not  till  tea  was  brought  out  and  placed  in  the  shade 
of  an  apple-tree,  did  Victor  wake.  Then  with  a  yawn 
and  a  grunt  he  rolled  over,  saw  his  sister's  guest  and 
scrambled  to  his  feet  with  an  exclamation  of  amazement. 
He  looked  so  different,  so  well  and  brown  that  Dysart 
could  not  but  say  so,  and  they  stood  chatting  for  a  few 
moments  with  much  mutual  pleasure,  till  Victor,  declaring 
he  was  exceedingly  untidy,  departed  to  the  house  to 
rectify  the  trouble,  leaving  the  two  friends  alone. 

For  a  moment  Dysart  stood  where  Victor  had  left  him, 
looking  down  at  Grizel's  fair  head ;  then  dropping  his 
long  length  into  the  chair  at  her  side,  he  spoke  abruptly. 

"  I  am  going  on  to  London  in  a  day  or  two.  Can  I 
execute  any  commission  for  you  ?  " 

Grizel's  eyes  met  his. 

"  Are  you  ?  No,  I  think  not,  thank  you.  We  are  going 
home  ourselves,  or  to  Paris.  We  neither  of  us  plan  any- 
thing. We  just  do  what  we  feel  inclined.  Don't  you 
think  it  has  answered  for  Victor  ?  " 

He  looked  at  her  very  steadily. 

"  Not  only  for  Victor — though  he  looks  a  different  man," 
he  said,  "  you  yourself,  Lady  Thurston,  are  changed. 
When  we  met  in  Paris "  he  hesitated,  almost  imper- 
ceptibly, and  his  thin  nervous  brown  hand  contracted  for 
an  instant.  "  When  we  met  in  Paris  you  looked  tired  yet 
expectant.  You  do  not  look  tired  now — on  the  contrary, 
you  look  splendidly  well,  but  you  do  not  look  expectant 
either.  You  have  reached  the  goal  you  dreamed  about, 
have  you  not  ?  " 

For  a  moment  Grizel  did  not  reply,  his  scrutiny  had 
surprised  and  disturbed  her,  then  the  truth  of  his  observa- 
tion revealed  itself. 

"  Yes,"  she  said  at  last,  **  you  are  right,  I  have  reached 
the  goal.    But  it  is  not  what  I  dreamed  of." 
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"  It  seldom  is,"  he  said  rather  bitterly,  and  silence  fell 
again  between  them,  broken  by  Victor  emerging  freshly 
groomed  from  the  house.  Whereupon  Grizel  came  out 
of  the  day-dream  into  which  she  had  fallen  and  poured 
out  the  tea. 

Dysart  left  Como  the  following  day  without  asking  the 
question  he  had  travelled  from  India  to  ask,  and  the  next 
week  Grizel  and  Victor  also  departed,  not  without  regret, 
and  journeyed  leisurely  northward  to  Lugano,  where  they 
spent  two  or  three  days  while  Grizel  bought  muslins  and 
embroideries  for  the  coming  summer. 

F;rom  Lugano  they  went  to  Basle,  staying  only  one 
night  in  the  spotless  picturesque  little  town  perched  on 
the  banks  of  the  great  sweeping  river,  for  at  Basle  they 
seemed  to  have  left  the  summer  behind  them,  so  lowering 
were  the  driving  wracks  of  cloud,  so  wet  and  cold  the  air. 
There,  too,  an  invitation  from  M.  Lavel  urged  them  to 
Paris  instead  of  Altonbury,  and  passing  through  the  San 
Gothard  they  came  upon  summer  once  more  in  the  plains 
of  France. 

Paris  seemed  to  Grizel  more  alluring  than  ever  as  the 
train  ran  through  the  suburbs  this  heavenly  April  evening, 
for  the  sky  was  exquisite  in  its  sunset  splendour,  the  air 
indescribably  balmy,  and  the  trees  seemed  greener,  the 
houses  whiter,  the  gardens  more  fair  than  she  had  ever 
seen  before. 

At  the  big  pleasant  Gare  de  Lyon,  so  different  from  the 
rest  of  the  gloomy  Parisian  termini,  Louis  was  waiting, 
and  at  sight  of  his  face  Grizel's  unreasonably  high  spirits 
fell  somewhat,  for  he  was  looking  grave  and  rather  sad, 
and  fear  for  her  grandfather  leapt  up  in  her  heart. 

His  first  words  reassured  her,  however. 

"  No.  My  father  is  better  than  he  has  been  for 
months.  I  must  have  been  unconsciously  worrying  over 
my  patients.  Victor  !  You  are  a  different  being.  Thank 
God  for  it !  " 
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They  drove  to  the  rue  Solferino  in  an  open  cab  through 
the  lovely  spring  twilight  along  the  Boulevard  St.  Ger- 
main with  its  familiar  shops  and  cafes,  its  hotels  behind 
great  gates,  and  its  grey  stone  fa5ades.  The  chestnuts 
were  just  coming  into  bloom,  and  in  the  air  was  that 
indescribable  scent  of  Paris  in  springtime  that  no  other 
city  can  quite  attain. 

Victor,  too,  was  in  excellent  spirits  and  was  already 
planning  numerous  engagements,  and  it  seemed  almost 
like  a  dream  to  Grizel  when  she  found  herself  kneeling 
by  her  grandfather's  chair  clasped  in  his  arms. 

For  a  few  minutes  they  neither  of  them  spoke,  only 
held  fast  in  a  mutual  embrace  and  drank  in  the  joy  of 
their  reunion,  then  M.  Lavel  put  her  gently  from  him 
and  scanned  her  face  with  tender  eyes.  What  he  saw 
apparently  satisfied  him,  for  he  kissed  her  forehead  and 
rested  one  beautiful  hand  for  a  moment  in  blessing  on  her 
head.  Grizel  kissed  the  hand  as  it  was  withdrawn,  smiled, 
and  began  to  talk. 

Victor  stayed  a  day  or  two  at  the  rue  Solferino,  then 
hearing  by  chance  that  Henriette  and  Lewis  were  coming 
to  Paris,  accepted  an  invitation  to  visit  some  friends  in 
the  Vosges  country,  and  Grizel  found  herself  facing  a 
meeting  she  would  have  preferred  to  avoid.  They  were 
arriving  on  the  Friday,  and  on  Saturday  came  an  eager 
little  note  from  Henriette,  begging  her  to  dine  with  them 
at  their  hotel  and  go  on  to  a  theatre  afterwards. 

To  refuse  would  have  been  impossible,  and  Grizel 
found  herself  driving  across  the  Place  de  la  Concorde 
and  up  the  Champs  Elysees  towards  the  new  and  very 
splendid  hotel  Henriette  had  chosen,  in  the  soft  after- 
glow of  a  May  evening,  for  April  had  sunk  to  rest  two 
days  before. 

It  was,  or  seemed  to  Grizel,  a  specially  beautiful  evening 
with  a  cloudless  sky  of  tenderest  blue  in  the  purity  of 
which  a  few  stars  already  glimmered ;    and  the  air  was 
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fragrant  witli  the  scent  of  the  chestnuts,  and  the  lilac 
that  is  such  a  feature  of  Paris  in  spring.  It  was  a  little 
early  as  yet  for  the  fashionable  Parisian  to  be  going  out 
to  dine,  but  even  so  there  was  no  lack  of  carriages  ascend- 
ing and  descending  the  long  avenue,  and  Grizel,  leaning 
back  in  her  little  open  fAicre,  resolutely  kept  her  thoughts 
away  from  the  man  she  must  so  shortly  meet,  and  gave 
herself  up  to  the  loveKness  of  the  evening. 

The  "  Superb  "  at  last. 

The  cab  drew  up  before  the  great  stone  hotel,  with  its 
wide  tree-shaded  terrace  where  half  the  world  and  his 
wife  would  dine  presently,  and  Grizel  was  conducted  to 
a  private  sitting-room  leading  out  to  it.  There,  standing 
in  one  of  the  long  windows  that  opened  on  to  a  balcony, 
gazing  out  over  the  Champs  Elysees,  was  a  broad- 
shouldered  figure  she  knew  well.  Otherwise  the  room 
was  empty,  and  for  all  her  schooling  Grizel's  pulses  leapt 
and  her  heart  seemed  to  hammer  in  her  throat.  Then, 
hearing  her  announced,  he  turned  round  and  came  across 
with  the  quick  decisive  step  she  knew  of  old,  his  hand 
outstretched,  his  eyes  very  bright  and  eager. 

"  You  !  "  he  said.    "  At  last " 

For  a  mpment  their  hands  locked,  then  Grizel  drew 
back  and  Lewis  laughed  a  little,  as  if  aware  that  his  greeting 
had  been  rather  unconventional. 

"  Henriette  will  be  down  in  a  moment,"  he  said.  "  She 
was  rather  tired  and  I  persuaded  her  to  rest  after  tea. 
By  Jove,  Lady  Thurston,  it  is  very  good  to  see  you  again  ! 
How  splendidly  fit  you  look  !  " 

He  seemed  to  lay  stress  upon  his  pleasure  at  the  meet- 
ing, and  Grizel  felt  insensibly  relieved  at  the  successful 
issue. 

"  I  am  *  splendidly  fit,'  "  she  replied,  glancing  at  him 
with  a  smile,  as  she  took  one  of  the  chairs  by  the  open 
window,  "  I  wish  I  could  say  the  same  of  you.  You  don't 
look  very  well.    You're  thinner." 
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"  I  shall  be  all  right  in  a  little  while.  It's  been  rather 
a  trying  experience,  this  last  sixteen  months.  I've  chucked 
work  for  a  while  and  am  taking  a  complete  hohday." 

"  And  Diane  ?    How  is  she  1  " 

"  Very  well  indeed.  I  find  her  grown  tremendously. 
Altonbury  did  her  a  great  deal  of  good." 

"  She  must  be  very  happy  at  having  you  at  home." 

He  nodded. 

"  Yes,  I  think  she  is.  What  are  your  plans  for  the 
future  ?    Are  you  going  to  England  or  remaining  here  ?  " 

"  I  am  going  to  Altonbury  for  the  summer.  Then  I  am 
not  quite  certain.  Either  I  shall  settle  in  London  or  here. 
My  grandfather  wants  me." 

Lewis  hesitated  a  moment.  Then  spoke  rather  diffi- 
dently. 

"  I  hope  you  will  choose  London,"  he  said. 

Grizel  moved  sharply,  turning  in  her  chair  so  that  she 
could  look  out  into  the  purple  dusk,  for  despite  herself, 
his  nearness  affected  her  more  than  she  desired. 

"  May  I  have  a  cigarette.  Lady  Thurston  ?  " 

His  voice  cool  and  ordinary  broke  upon  her  momentary 
discomfort,  and  as  he  took  one  from  his  case  and  lit  it  she 
began  to  scorn  herself  for  her  weakness.  After  all,  his 
words  had  been  the  merest  politeness,  doubly  due  between 
friends,  and  she  ventured  to  glance  at  him  as  he  sat  on 
the  arm  of  the  couch  near  by,  looking  like  her  into  the 
soft  gloom  without  the  windows. 

He  was  still  bronzed,  but  she  noted  how  grey  his  hair 
was  on  the  temples  and  how  the  lines  about  his  mouth 
and  eyes  had  deepened.  The  whole  face,  while  losing  some 
of  its  look  of  superb  physical  health,  had  grown  harder 
and  sterner,  and  for  the  first  time  she  thought  he  looked 
tired,  although  his  carriage  was  as  erect,  his  movements 
as  decisive  as  ever. 

After  a  moment,  as  though  aware  of  her  scrutiny,  he 
turned,  and  this  time  she  met  his  glance  frankly. 
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"  Chitral  has  altered  you,"  she  said.  '  It  is  not  to 
be  wondered  at.    Ah  !    Here  is  Henriette  !  " 

The  slender  little  figure,  in  its  flesh-pink  gauzy  draperies, 
darted  across  the  floor,  hands  outstretched,  eyes  shining ; 
and  Grizel,  returning  the  eager  greeting,  wondered  why  she 
could  not  condemn  more  strongly  this  charming  little 
sinner. 

"  I've  been  simply  longing  to  see  you !  "  Henriette 
exclaimed,  as  they  went  in  to  dinner.  "  I've  so  much  to 
tell  you.    WiU  you  lunch  with  me  to-morrow — a  deux  ?  " 

Grizel  promised  and  the  talk  became  general  between 
the  three. 

Once  or  twice  she  thought  Henriette  exceptionally 
excited,  and  certainly  her  cheeks  were  more  flushed  than 
usual,  her  eyes  more  brilliant ;  there  was  a  vividness  about 
her  more  extreme  than  was  customary,  and  she  was  not 
altogether  surprised  when,  at  the  close  of  dinner,  Henriette 
spoke  abruptly : 

"  Need  we  go  to  the  theatre  ?    I  am  tired." 

So  they  sat  and  talked  in  the  luxurious  lounge  while  an 
orchestra  somewhere  in  the  distance  played  Delibes,  and 
quite  suddenly,  about  ten,  Henriette  fell  silent  and  leant 
back  in  her  corner  of  the  lounge,  the  brilliance  of  her  eyes 
clouding. 

In  answer  to  Lewis's  anxious  enquiry,  however,  she 
answered  petulantly : 

"  It's  nothing.  Yes,  I'm  tired.  I've  got  a  headache.  I 
won't  talk  for  a  little." 

But  Grizel  rose  to  go  at  once  :  something  in  Henriette's 
appearance  had  caused  her  vague  uneasiness  for  the  last 
two  hours ;  and  as  Lewis  was  putting  her  into  her  cab 
she  spoke  on  an  impulse. 

"  Mr.  Clievedon,  make  Henriette  go  to  bed  and  stay 
there  part  of  to-morrow.    She  looks  feverish." 

"  She  has  complained  of  a  headache  several  times  during 
the  last  few  days,"  he  said.     "  I  wanted  her  to  rest  and 
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see  a  doctor,  but  she'd  do  neither.    However,  I'll  get  one 
and  not  tell  her." 

They  exchanged  a  formal  farewell,  Grizel's  thoughts  for 
once  being  elsewhere,  and  as  she  drove  home  through  the 
starlit  balmy  darkness  the  uneasiness  grew  and  deepened. 
Henriette  was  ill.    Of  that  she  was  certain. 


CHAPTER  XXVII 

Grizel  was  not  at  all  surprised  to  receive  a  pneumatique 
from  Lewis  the  following  morning  saying  Henrietta  was 
not  able  to  keep  her  luncheon  appointment,  and  late  in 
the  afternoon  she  met  him  in  the  Boulevard  Haussmann, 
as  she  was  on  her  way  by  a  roundabout  route — caused 
by  shopping — to  make  a  personal  enquiry  at  the  hotel. 

As  they  shook  hands  he  spoke  with  some  anxiety. 

"  Henriette  is  still  in  bed.  The  doctor  I  called  in  seems 
to  think  she's  got  a  touch  of  influenza.  She's  feverish 
and  complains  of  her  head,  and  she  was  horribly  annoyed 
with  me  because  I  wouldn't  let  her  keep  her  appointment 
with  you." 

The  frown  faded  from  his  face  as  he  uttered  the  last 
words  and  he  smiled,  recollecting  Henriette's  fury  of 
indignation. 

"  I'm  glad  you  were  strict,"  Grizel  returned,  "  I  was  on 
my  way  to  ask  after  her.    Might  I  see  her  ?  " 

Lewis  hesitated. 

"  I  don't  think  I  would,"  he  said  at  last,  "  She's  under 
orders  to  be  perfectly  quiet,  so  I've  left  her  with  Yvonne. 
There's  no  means  discovered  of  keeping  Henriette  quiet 
if  there  is  a  person  available  to  talk  to.  Which  way  are 
you  going  ?  I'm  only  out  for  exercise,  so  perhaps  you'll 
let  me  accompany  you  ?  " 

"  I  shall  be  very  pleased  to  have  your  society,"  she 
rejoined.  "  And  if  I'm  not  to  go  to  the  hotel  I've  nothing 
particular  to  do  either." 

"  Let's  go  up  to  the  Avenue  Bois  de  Boulogne,  cut 
through  to  Passy  along  the  Rue  de  la  Pompe,  and  walk 
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back  along  the  Cours  la  Reine.  Or  just  sit  in  the  Champa 
Elysees  perhaps  ?  " 

"  That  wouldn't  give  you  any  exercise.  Your  first 
idea  was  much  the  best !  "  Grizel  retorted,  "  and  we'll 
carry  it  out  and  have  quite  a  long  walk." 

They  turned  westward  walking  briskly,  at  first  not 
talking  much,  both  feeling  the  constraint  of  their  Alton- 
bury  meeting.  Then  Grizel  made  some  remark  about 
Gilbert,  and  presently  as  they  went  she  drew  from  him 
the  picture  of  the  siege  ;  the  suspense,  the  hopes  and  fears 
for  Barry  and  Stevens — both  of  whom  Umra  Khan  had 
released  unhurt  on  Dysart's  approach — the  daily  life, 
even  something  of  the  daily  misery  and  discomfort.  His 
sense  of  her  comprehension  as  well  as  her  sympathy  was 
strong,  and  he  found  himself  talking  of  his  work,  and  what 
had  happened  concerning  it,  more  freely  than  he  had  ever 
talked  to  any  one  in  his  hfe.  And  alongside  both  of  those 
quahties  in  Grizel's  mind  was  an  odd  Uttle  thought — the 
price  of  that  work.  They  had  walked  fast  in  their 
mutual  interest,  and  reaching  the  Pont  Alexandre  turned 
back  to  the  Champs  Elysees  and  sat  there,  for  it  was  still 
some  little  time  to  sunset,  and  both  felt  all  had  not  been 
said. 

"  Umra  Khan  behaved  in  the  end  exceedingly  well," 
Lewis  said,  idly  watching  some  children  near  by  in  charge 
of  a  stout  and  resplendent  bonne,  "  he  dealt  treacherously 
up  to  a  point  with  us,  but  he  has  the  virtues  of  his  faults 
and  he  can  appreciate  bravery.  It  would  not  only  have  been 
easy  to  have  ni-treated  Barry  and  Stevens  ;  it  was  difficult, 
even  dangerous  not  to  do  so.  He  is  sincere  according  to 
his  Ughts,  and  he  is  a  strong,  clean-Hving  man.  I  hope 
he'll  settle  down  now  and  let  us  put  things  right  for  him, 
for  he's  got  possibiUties  in  him  and  might  make  a  fine  and 
useful  ruler." 

He  was  silent  a  moment,  then  spoke  in  a  half- amused 
tone. 
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"  It's  strange  to  be  back  here  again  with  everything 
so  unchanged." 

Grizel  glanced  at  him  quickly,  opened  her  lips  to  speak 
and  thought  better  of  it.  It  was  so  characteristic  of  his 
type — the  type  that  had  made  Empire  a  vital  actuahty, 
not  a  wonderful  dream — to  take  no  heed  of  the  price 
paid,  if  the  result  attained  was  the  result  worked  for. 
It  was  doubtful  if  such  men  ever  gave  a  thought  to  the 
'  years  that  the  locust  hath  eaten,'  epitomised  in  broken, 
or  at  best,  injured  health. 

That  Lewis,  taking  him  as  an  example,  would  never 
be  the  strong  man  he  was  before  the  siege  she  had  learnt 
from  Louis  and  her  brother  Gilbert ;  yet  she  knew  Lewis 
himself  would  simply  fail  to  understand  the  point  of 
view  of  any  one  who  would  enquire  if  it  had  been  worth 
while. 

Peace  had  been  restored  in  a  country  torn  by  dissensions 
and  drenched  in  blood ;  restored  and  assured.  Britain  had 
stretched  forth  her  hand  a  Uttle  further  into  the  remote 
fastnesses  of  the  earth,  and  that  hand  meant  justice — 
rough  perhaps  and  full  enough  of  faults,  but  justice  never- 
theless, and  a  degree  of  safety  to  life  and  land  unknown 
before. 

It  was  worth  while. 

Her  long  silence  attracted  his  attention  after  a  while, 
though  his  thoughts,  too,  had  been  roaming  very  far 
away,  and  he  looked  at  her  with  an  apology  which  she 
checked  abruptly. 

"  Don't !  We  are  too  good  friends,  I  hope,  not  to  be 
able  to  be  silent  with  each  other,"  she  said,  and  meeting 
her  eyes  he  nodded. 

"  That's  so.  It's  been  good  to  talk  to  you,  though  I 
don't  as  a  rule  find  it  very  easy  to  talk  to  people — about 
the  things  that  matter." 

She  flushed  a  Uttle  as  much  at  his  tone  and  look  as  his 
words,  and  after  a  minute  or  two  rose  to  her  feet. 
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"  We're  dining  out,  Uncle  Louis  and  I,"  she  said,  "  so  I 
must  be  going  homewards.  No,  don't  come.  You  will  be 
able  to  talk  to  Henriette  now,  as  you  have  been  away  so 
long.  She  will  surely  have  had  a  good  rest.  Give  her  my 
love.    I  will  call  to-morrow  to  see  how  she  is." 

Her  tone  was  final,  and  he  had  no  choice  but  to  obey 
her  wishes ;  and  indeed,  they  were  more  or  less  his  own, 
for  he  felt  he  might  go  to  Henriette  now  without  infringing 
the  doctor's  orders  and  keep  her  company  after  her  rather 
dull  day. 

He  was  disturbed,  therefore,  to  find  her  if  anything 
less  well  than  when  he  had  left  her  at  four  o'clock,  and 
not  being  entirely  satisfied  with  the  doctor  recommended 
to  him  at  the  hotel,  who  had  merely  dismissed  the  case 
with  one  visit,  he  telephoned  fairly  late  to  Louis  Lavel, 
and  left  a  message  requeiting  him  to  call  in  the  morning 
on  his  way  to  the  chuique. 

Henriette  spent  a  restless  night,  and  towards  morning 
fell  into  a  heavy,  imrefreshing  sleep,  from  which  she 
awakened  to  see  M.  Louis  at  her  bedside  in  company 
with  her  husband. 

"  You  !  "  she  said,  "  oh,  how  funny  !  I  did  not  know 
Lewis  had  asked  you  to  come.  I've  only  got  a  headache — 
a  stupid  one  that  won't  go — and  I  feel  tired.  I  expect 
it's  influenza." 

She  smiled  up  at  him,  and  Lewis  put  back  the  tangle  of 
curls  from  her  forehead  with  the  soothing  gentleness  he 
might  have  used  with  Diane. 

"  I  don't  like  you  having  a  headache  even  if  it  is  stupid," 
he  said,  and  Louis  came  closer,  held  out  a  thermometer 
and  took  the  slender  wrist  between  his  fingers. 

"  No  indeed.  And  influenza  this  time  of  year  is  a  crime," 
he  said,  talking  idly  for  a  few  seconds,  then  as  he  took  the 
little  instrument  out  and  turned  away  to  read  it :   "  Grizel 

is  quite  annoyed  with  you.    She  has  made  all  kinds " 

he  broke  ofl  for  an  infinitesimal  second  as  he  read  the 
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mercury,  then  went  on  without  a  change  of  tone — "  of 
plans  and  it  is  a  waste  of  the  sunshine  to  be  in  bed,  isn't 
it  ?  No.  Don't  try  to  sit  up.  Lie  quite  flat  and  as  still 
as  you  can.  We  must  try  to  get  rid  of  the  headache  as 
quickly  as  possible." 

"  It  is  stupid  to  lie  here,"  Henriette  agreed,  but  her 
tone  had  suddenly  become  listless,  and  M.  Louis  took 
advantage  of  it. 

"  I  think  I'll  close  the  shutters  at  this  window,"  he  said, 
and  pulled  to  the  green  jalousies  letting  a  softer  light  filter 
into  the  room  through  the  open  glass,  "  and  try  if  you 
can  sleep  for  a  little.  Some  one  will  come  to  you  in  a  short 
while  and  till  then  I  want  you  to  be  quite  quiet." 

He  stood  a  minute  looking  down  at  her,  then  signed 
Lewis  to  precede  him  out  of  the  room. 

In  the  corridor  Lewis  glanced  at  him  knowing  well 
enough  that  things  were  wrong,  but  said  nothing  as  he 
led  M.  Louis  into  their  private  sitting-room,  and  there  M. 
Louis  went  straight  to  the  telephone,  gave  his  number, 
and  glanced  at  the  younger  man, 

"  I  must  get  a  nurse,"  he  said  quietly  and  Lewis,  a 
little  paler  than  usual,  waited  as  he  gave  his  orders. 

Then,  putting  the  instrument  aside,  he  turned  round. 

"  Clievedon,"  he  said,  "  why  did  you  not  send  for  me 
before  ?  " 

"  I  called  in  the  man  they  recommended  here  yesterday. 
He  said  she  might  have  a  touch  of  influenza." 

"  Influenza  !  "  Louis's  voice  held  mingled  anger  and 
grief.    "  It  is  typhoid." 

"Typhoid?" 

Lewis  echoed  the  word  half-stupidly  and  the  other  laid 
a  hand  on  his  arm. 

"  Yes.  Keep  your  wits  about  you  and  do  not  get 
frightened.  The  thing  has  got  a  bad  start,  and  I  do  not 
believe  in  telling  you  the  situation  is  not  serious.  It  is. 
Very.    But  that  is  not  hopeless.    D'you  understand  ?  " 
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Louis's  words  had  given  Lewis  time  to  pull  himself 
together,  and  as  they  waited  for  the  nurse's  arrival,  he 
learned  all  that  was  possible  at  the  present  stage  with 
regard  to  his  wife's  state,  and  made  arrangements  at  the 
hotel — and  from  then  onward  began  the  battle  for  Hen- 
riette's  life. 

Grizel  was  deeply  shocked  and  grieved  when  her  uncle 
brought  back  the  news,  and  would  have  gone  straight 
away  to  the  "Superb"  had  not  M.  Louis  prevented  her. 

"  You  can  do  nothing,"  he  said.  "  I  have  engaged 
competent  nurses  and  there  remains  no  more.  We  must 
just  wait." 

So  the  days  dragged  on,  Grizel  waiting  and  hoping, 
wondering  if  she  ought  to  let  Victor  know,  and  finally 
mentioning  the  matter  in  the  midst  of  a  letter — a  mention 
that  brought  Victor  back  to  Paris  looking  stem  and 
harassed,  more  like  the  Victor  of  old. 

He  arrived  on  a  hot  May  afternoon,  and  both  feeling 
the  oppression  of  the  house,  he  and  Grizel  went  to  the 
Bois  for  a  walk,  and  there  talked  of  anything  and  every- 
thing but  the  matter  that  was  engrossing  them  both. 
Bulletins  were  issued  every  day,  and  from  then  onward 
either  Victor  or  one  of  the  household  called  at  the  hotel 
every  evening,  and  always  the  news  was  the  same.  No 
improvement,  condition  critical. 

All  this  while  Grizel  had  not  seen  Lewis ;  avoiding 
rather  than  seeking  any  chance  to  do  so,  for  she  felt  a 
deUcacy  in  meeting  him  at  all  at  such  a  time;  but  one 
day  soon  after  Victor's  arrival,  coming  back  from  a  visit 
to  some  acquaintances  she  met  him  in  the  Tuileries 
Gardens  and  they  both  stopped,  mutually  relieved  at  the 
meeting. 

Grizel's  first  question  :  "  How  is  she  ?  "  was  answered 
almost  before  she  asked  it  by  Lewis's  face,  and  she  was 
shocked  to  see  how  ill  he  looked  himself. 

"  They  expect  the  crisis  to-night,"  he  said.     "  She  ia 
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terribly  ill.  I  have  just  been  to  the  house  on  the  chance 
of  finding  you." 

"  I  am  sorry  I  was  out,"  Grizel  said  gently,  and  turned 
back  with  him  to  walk  a  little  way.  "  Are  you  going 
straight  back  now  ?  " 

"  Yes.    Will  you — are  you  tired  ?  " 

"  Not  in  the  least.  Shall  I  walk  part  of  the  way  with 
you  ?  " 

"  Please  do,"  he  said,  and  they  made  their  way  west- 
wards through  the  hot  May  sunshine  up  the  Champs 
Elysees  just  now  in  the  flood-tide  of  life,  crowded  with 
carriages,  gay  with  flowers,  fragrant  with  the  scent  of 
lime  and  chestnut — a  place  that  is  always  beautifid,  even 
on  a  January  day  when  the  wind  scours  the  shining  wet 
pavements  and  bends  the  bare  tree-branches  in  bitter 
fury. 

Everything  was  so  full  of  the  joy  of  life  to-day,  so  full 
of  promise  that  Death  seemed  incongruous,  and  the  thought 
of  Henriette — so  vital  herself — pitiful  and  almost  unreal. 
The  same  thoughts  animated  both  Lewis  and  Grizel  as 
they  walked,  yet  neither  spoke  till  suddenly  Lewis  broke 
the  silence  by  saying  : 

"  I  have  sent  for  Diane.  She  has  been  spending  Easter 
with  an  uncle  in  London,  and  I  expect  her  to-night.  I 
wanted  to  spare  her  the  anxiety  if  I  could,  but  M.  Louis 
advised  it." 

"  I  think  you  did  quite  right.  You  are  going  to  have 
her  at  the  hotel  with  you  ?  It  will  be  good  for  you  both 
to  have  each  other." 

He  nodded. 

"  Yes.    I  want  her  badly.    But  you — you  will  be  with 

her  too  as  much  as  you  can  ?    If "    He  broke  off  again 

not  knowing  how  to  complete  his  sentence.  Everything 
hung  on  that  "  if."  Near  the  top  of  the  Avenue  Grizel 
said  good-bye,  and  turning  walked  homewards  through 
the  golden  sunshine  angry  with  herself  that  even  at  such 
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a  time  she  could  find  pleasure  in  the  surroundings  she  so 
loved.  The  next  day  early  came  a  message  that  took 
away  all  her  self-reproach. 

The  crisis  had  passed  favourably. 

That  afternoon  she  went  up  to  the  hotel  with  M.  Louis, 
and  as  he  went  to  Henriette's  room  and  she  was  shown 
into  the  private  sitting-room,  a  sUm  white-clad  figure 
leapt  up  from  a  stool  by  the  long  open  window  with  a  cry 
of  joyous  welcome  : 

"  Lady  Grizel !    Oh  !    How  lovely  to  see  you  again  !  " 

Grizel  caught  the  slim  figure  and  held  it  closely  kissing 
the  pale  eager  face,  then  drawing  back  surveyed  it. 

"  Diane  !    How  you've  grown  !  " 

Diane  in  the  past  year  had  certainly  grown  amazingly 
and  had  lost  much  of  that  nervous,  wistful  look  that  had 
so  distressed  Grizel.  Pale  she  evidently  always  would  be 
but  she  was  slim  and  graceful  as  a  young  fawn,  and  the 
pallor  was  no  longer  that  of  fragility  but  the  warm  creami- 
ness  of  health.  Whatever  Lewis  had  lost  or  missed  in  life, 
he  certainly  had  a  daughter  of  whom  he  could  be  very 
proud. 

"  Yes.  Haven't  I  ?  And  I've  been  everywhere  with 
daddy  till  just  this  Easter.    I'm  fourteen,  you  know,  and 

I'm  to  come  to  school  here  quite  soon  .  .  .  if "  she 

paused,  trjdng  to  subdue  her  eagerness  to  talk,  and  Grizel 
realised  with  something  of  a  shock  how  little  Henriette 
counted  for  in  Diane^s  life. 

Lewis  entered  at  that  moment,  and  the  child  turned 
at  once  to  him,  her  eyes  lighting  up  with  a  look  of  devotion 
extraordinary  to  see.  As  he  welcomed  Grizel  his  arm 
went  round  his  daughter,  and  as  they  discussed  the 
morning's  bulletin  standing  by  the  window,  he  held  Diane 
close  to  his  side  as  if  overjoyed  to  have  her  with  him  once 
again. 

"  I've  come  to  know  if  I  may  carry  Diane  ofE  for  an 
hour  or  two,"  Grizel  said,  "  it's  such  a  heavenly  day  and 
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she  ought  to  be  out.  So  I  wondered  if  you  would  let  us 
wander  off '  by  our  lones '  to  a  little  place  near  Malmaison 
I  know  about,  where  we  could  have  dejeuner  and  a  country 
walk.    Would  you  Uke  it,  dear  ?  " 

"  Love  it !  "  Diane  responded  ecstatically.  "  May  I, 
daddy  ?  " 

"  With  pleasure  since  Lady  Thurston  is  so  kind.  Run 
off  to  Yvonne  and  get  ready,"  and  as  the  child  darted 
off  he  turned  to  Grizel. 

"  It  sounds  tempting,"  he  said,  "  a  country  walk  on 
such  a  day — only  I  don't  like  to  leave  the  hotel  for  long 
yet.  May  I  come  another  time,  when  Henriette  is  a  little 
better  ?  " 

"  Of  course  !  It  would  do  you  good.  You  are  looking 
very  far  from  well  yourself.  Do  get  out  this  lovely  morn- 
ing. You  can  do  no  good  by  staying  in,  it  would  be  quite 
simple  to  leave  word  where  you  intend  going.  Why  not 
take  a  drive  with  my  grandfather  ?  He  would  be  delighted 
to  have  your  company,  and  he  has  a  very  soothing  effect 
when  one  is  jangled  and  tired." 

The  suggestion  was  evidently  to  Lewis's  taste,  for  he 
smiled  and  went  straight  to  the  telephone. 

"  I  will !  "  he  said,  and  after  ordering  a  carriage  rang  up 
the  rue  Solferino  and  made  the  appointment  just  as 
Diane  in  spotless  white  from  head  to  foot  made  her  reap- 
pearance. 

Five  minutes  later  she  and  Grizel  were  walking  towards 
the  Etoile  to  take  their  seats  in  the  antiquated  little  train 
that  puffs  and  rattles  along  the  St.  Germain  road. 

Regardless  of  smuts  they  sat  in  the  open  car  and  both 
enjoyed  every  moment  of  the  way,  having  a  great  deal 
to  talk  about,  and  this  particular  excursion  being  quite 
new  to  Diane.  She  was  highly  amused  by  the  stalls  and 
wares  all  along  the  road  beyond  the  fortifications,  where 
it  climbs  slowly  uphill  between  rather  dreary  stretches  of 
market   gardens,    and   was   in   ecstasies,    when,    turning 
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abruptly  to  the  left,  the  way  sloped  downhill  and  grew 
prettier  and  more  shady.  The  last  mile  and  a  half  the 
trees  arched  over  the  road  casting  dancing  patches  of  sun 
and  shade  athwart  the  dusty  way,  revealing  on  the  left 
an  occasional  glimpse  of  a  house  standing  back  amongst 
its  lovely  grounds,  on  the  right  stretches  of  river  gUttering 
in  the  sunshine  and  reflecting  the  unclouded  blue  of  the 
sky. 

Arrived  at  the  fimny  httle  halt  where  they  must  alight, 
Diane  paused  to  stroke  and  talk  to  two  big  mouse-coloured 
oxen  yoked  to  a  timber  cart,  drawing  upon  herself  a 
kindly  compUment  from  the  ancient  one-eyed  driver  in 
charge,  then  dancing  along  for  sheer  dehght  she  accom- 
panied Grizel  down  a  plane-shaded  by-way  that  led  to  the 
river.  The  excursion,  though  perhaps  no  more  enchanting 
than  many  another  within  a  dozen  miles  of  Paris,  was 
nevertheless  to  stand  out  in  both  their  lives  as  one  of  the 
days  that  are  never  forgotten,  and  the  memory  of  which 
is  a  secret  charm  and  refreshment  in  many  a  weary  moment 
of  future  years. 

They  walked  till  nearly  two  o'clock,  then  returned  for 
dejeuner  to  a  little  inn  on  the  high  road,  where  they  were 
conducted  to  the  flat  roof  of  the  bar  and  sat  under  the 
arching  branches  of  elm-trees  in  the  open  air  and  lunched 
on  cold  ham,  excellent  yellow  wine,  and  a  great  plate  of 
early  cherries,  black  and  juicy,  with  ice  crushed  and 
sparkUng  heaped  upon  them  and  the  leaves  in  which  they 
nestled. 

They  ate  and  talked  and  laughed,  the  need  for  anxiety 
for  Henriette  being,  humanly  speaking,  over,  to  the  accom- 
paniment of  a  summer  wind  rustHng  the  branches  over- 
head, the  occasional  clucking  of  hens  somewhere  below 
in  the  background,  and  the  murmur  of  voices  and  laughter 
rising  now  and  then  from  the  inn  itself. 

All  around  was  the  fresh  loveliness  of  early  summer, 
over  their  heads  the  interlacing  fohage   giving  swiftly 
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moving  glimpses  of  a  cloudless  sky,  and  as  Diane  remarked, 
it  was  almost  like  lunching  in  the  green  retirement  of  a 
tree  itself. 

They  were  both  quite  sorry  when  it  was  time  to  go, 
but  the  day's  outing  was  not  yet  over,  for  when  they 
arrived  at  the  Etoile  it  was  after  four,  and  Grizel  suggested 
tea  at  Rumpelmeyer's  and  a  drive  home  afterwards,  there- 
by reducing  Diane  to  a  state  of  deUght  that  was  almost 
speechless. 

It  was  well  after  half-past  five  when  they  reached  the 
"Superb"  and  found  Lewis  waiting  for  them. 

One  glance  at  his  face  told  Grizel  something  was  amiss, 
but  he  evidently  did  not  want  Diane  to  see  it  and  sent 
her  off  to  Yvonne  with  a  caress  and  a  : 

"  I'll  hear  all  about  it  presently,  darhng." 

When  the  door  had  closed  behind  her  he  came  across  to 
Grizel. 

"  Henriette  is  not  so  well,"  he  said  abruptly.  "  Un- 
favourable symptoms  have  appeared — and  she  keeps 
asking  for  you.    She  won't  see  me  at  all.    Says  it's  you 

she  wants.     Grizel "  in  the  anxiety  of  the  moment 

his  use  of  her  name  passed  unheeded  by  them  both,  "  she 
seems  to  have  something  on  her  mind,  something  which 
she  wants  to  tell  you  and  you  only.  Can  you — will  you — 
come  ?  " 

Fear  of  that  "  something  "  flashed  into  Grizel's  mind, 
a  certainty  of  what  troubled  poor  little  Henriette,  but 
she  allowed  no  hint  of  her  knowledge  to  appear  in  voice 
or  tone. 

"  Of  course  I  will  come,"  she  said,  "  if  I  may  I  will  go 
to  Diane's  room  and  wash  and  take  off  my  hat,  then  I'll 
be  ready." 

"  Do,  please,"  he  said,  "  I'll  show  you  the  way." 

And  five  minutes  later  she  was  at  the  sick  room  door. 
There  a  nursing-sister  met  her,  listened  to  a  few  words  from 
Lewis,  and  then,  as  he  went  away,  led  Grizel  to  Henriette. 
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The  room  was  very  bare,  all  unnecessary  hangings  and 
furniture  having  been  removed,  but  it  was  still  pleasant, 
with  tree-branches  waving  across  the  windows  and  evening 
sunshine  flooding  it.  Nearly  in  its  centre  was  the  pretty 
white  and  gold  bed,  and  in  it,  looking  very  frail,  lay  Hen- 
riette,  her  dark  eyes  turned  expectantly  to  the  door,  her 
mass  of  dark  curls  carefully  tied  back  to  the  cane-work 
above  her  pillows. 

At  the  sight  of  Grizel  her  eyes  lit  up  and  she  moved  one 
hand. 

"  Oh — at  last !  "  she  half  whispered,  "  I've  wanted  you 
aU  day  !  " 

"  You  must  not  talk  much — Lady  Thurston  will  only 
stay  a  quarter  of  an  hour,"  the  nurse  enjoined,  and  then 
as  she  had  promised,  left  them,  and  Grizel  took  a  chair 
close  to  the  bedside  and  laid  her  hand  lovingly  over  the 
fragile  little  one  on  the  coverlet. 

"  I  was  out  with  Diane,"  she  said  gently.  "  I  am  so 
sorry,  dear,  but  I  am  here  now.  You  wanted  to  talk  to  me, 
Mr.  Clievedon  says." 

"  Yes,"  Henriette  grasped  her  feverishly  and  moved  a 
little  nearer  on  her  pillows.  "  Grizel  .  .  .  I'm  going  to 
die  ...  no  ...  do  not  interrupt.  I  have  so  Uttle  time 
and  I  must  tell  you  ...  I  am  so  frightened  ...  I  must." 

She  paused  a  moment  and  Grizel  bent  forward,  smoothing 
a  soft  lock  of  short  hair  back  from  her  forehead  with  a 
tenderness  all  her  own. 

"  I  am  Hstening,  dear  .  .  .  you  must  try  not  to  be 
frightened,"  she  said. 

"  But  you  do  not  know  what  it  is  !  "  Henriette  exclaimed. 
"  Grizel — do  you  remember  you  once  said  you  would  love 
me  whatever  I  did  ?  It  was  here — here  in  Paris.  But  you 
will  not  when  I  tell  you.  It  would  be — not  possible." 
Again  she  checked  Grizel  by  a  sign  and  went  on  more 
rapidly  as  if  her  emotion  gave  her  strength.  "  I  have 
done — I  have  been — very  wicked.     I  have  " — her  nostrils 
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dilated  and  her  great  eyes  fixed  on  Grizel's  were  desperate — 
"  been  unfaithful  to  Lewis — I  dare  not  tell  Mm — not  even 
now.  Grizel,  do  you  understand  ?  It  has  been  for  years — 
three — four  years.  Lewis  was  often  away.  I  could  have 
gone  to  hiro,  but  I  did  not  want  to  .  .  .  and  then  Victor — 
Victor  came  and — and — we  fell  in  love.  And  then — I  grew 
frightened,  but  I  did  not  love  Lewis  any  more.  I  do  not 
think  I  ever  loved  him,  Grizel — don't  you  understand  ?  " 

She  broke  ofE  trembling  and  Grizel,  regardless  of  her 
gesture,  leant  forward  and  spoke. 

"  Dear — don't  get  so  agitated,  you  are  doing  yourself 
harm.  Yes.  I  understand.  I  have  understood  a  long 
while.    I  knew." 

"  You  hnew  ?  " 

Weakness  alone  kept  Henriette  on  her  pillows  as  she 
stared  incredulously  into  the  eyes  regarding  her  so  tenderly. 
"  Grizel !    How  ?    Did  Victor " 

"  Victor  has  never  opened  his  lips  about  you,"  Grizel 
said,  and  despite  herself  there  was  a  hint  of  indignation 
momentarily  in  her  voice.  It  faded,  however,  and  she 
went  on  very  gently  to  tell  in  a  few  brief  words  how  the 
whole  sad  business  had  come  to  her  knowledge.  At  its 
end,  Henriette  uttered  a  little  cry. 

"  And  you  never  let  me  know  !  You  never  drew  back 
from  me  or  shrank  from  me !  You  were  just  the  same. 
You  kept  your  word  .  .  .  Grizel !  " 

She  lifted  weak  arms  and  Grizel  took  her  in  her  own, 
heedless  of  danger. 

"  Dear,  it's  not  me  you  need  trouble  about,"  she  said 
after  a  moment.  "  It's  your  husband — ^it's  him  you've 
wronged.    Can't  you  tell  him  ?  " 

She  felt  the  shght  form  shudder  convulsively  and  look- 
ing down  at  the  face  resting  against  her  breast,  spoke  no 
more  of  confession  to  Lewis. 

"  There,  dear,  don't  look  so  frightened,"  she  said.  "  It 
is  all  right.    You  are  sorry,  are  you  not  ?  " 
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Henriette  nodded, 

"  Yes.  And  I — I  meant  to  be  good,  but  it  was  so  hard. 
I  liked  being  admired — and  Victor  understood.  Lewis 
was  so  exacting,  he  expected  me  to  have  interest  in  im- 
portant things — and  I  hate  important  things.  And  Diane 
— I  Hked  having  her  with  me  to  drive  and  look  pretty — but 
Lewis  " — she  paused  a  moment  struggling  against  weak- 
ness— "  Lewis  thought  I  ought  to  train  her — and  see  she 
was  taught  things.  And  it  has  always  wearied  me  to  teach 
any  one  anything.    I  had  a  good  nurse." 

Again  she  broke  off  and  this  time  Grizel  spoke. 

"  Dear  .  .  .  you  are  exhausting  yourself  .  .  .  don't  try 
to  say  any  more." 

But  Henriette  would  have  her  way,  and  with  a  touch  of 
her  old  petulance,  put  Grizel's  remonstrance  aside. 

"  I  must  talk  ...  it  does  not  matter  .  .  .  and  Victor, 
does  he  know  ?  " 

"  Yes.  He  has  been  every  day  to  enquire  for  you.  Do 
you  want  me  to  give  him  any  message  ?  " 

Henriette  signed  a  negative  and  once  again  her  fingers 
tightened  nervously  on  Grizel's. 

"  No.  No.  Nothing.  I  want  to  forget  Victor.  He  said 
dreadfid  things  to  me  when  I  saw  him  last !  It  was  at 
Gabrielle's  dance.  He  was  horrible  to  me  just  because  I 
told  him  I  hated  having  anything  to  do  with  sick  people. 

'*  Of  course  I  couldn't  care  any  more  when  I  knew  he 
was  ill,  could  I  ?  " 

She  paused,  half  expecting  an  answer,  but  Grizel  evaded 
the  subject. 

A  dull  ache  of  sorrow  different  from  anything  she  had 
ever  experienced,  was  at  her  heart,  and  she  did  not  find  it 
easy  to  speak.  Contrary  to  M.  Louis,  Grizel  felt  oddly 
convinced  that  Henriette  was  right  in  her  belief  that 
Death  was  coming,  and  even  facing  Death  she  could  not 
free  herself  from  the  utter  selfishness  that  had  wrecked  her 
life.    Totally  unable  to  appreciate  any  point  of  view  but 
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her  own,  she  could  only  think  of  the  consequences  of  her 
sin  to  herself,  never  to  the  man  she  had  married  or  the 
lover  she  had  thrown  aside.  Grizel  saw  it  all,  and  suffered 
accordingly,  for  she  had  loved  Henriette  with  an  unswerv- 
ing loyalty  and  tenderness  and  she  loved  her  still. 

As  she  remained  silent,  Henriette  looked  up. 

"  Do  you — hate  me  now  ?  "  she  said  half  under  her 
breath.  "  Grizel — do  you  ?  Have  you  forgotten  what 
you  promised  me  ?  Are  you  going  to  condemn  me  ?  " 
There  was  a  nervous  excitement  in  her  voice  that  went  to 
Grizel's  heart.    Bending,  she  kissed  the  damp  forehead. 

"  No,  dear,"  she  said  very  softly,  and  her  voice  was 
unsteady.    "  Who  am  I  to  condemn  any  one  ?  " 

"  And  you  forgive  me  ?  " 

Again  the  hopeless  impossibility  of  the  point  of  view; 
but  for  the  shortness  of  the  time  that  admitted  of  no  self- 
indulgence,  Grizel  could  have  broken  down  and  wept. 

"  It  isn't  me  you've  injured,"  she  said  when  she  could 
control  her  voice.  "  Darling,  don't  you  understand  it's 
not  my  forgiveness — or  to  me  that  confession  is  due.  Not 
perhaps  even  your  husband  now." 

"  You  mean  God  ?  "  Henriette's  brilliant  eyes,  bigger 
than  ever  in  her  white  face,  sought  Grizel's.  "  Yes,  I  sup- 
pose so.  But  God  seems  so  far  away.  I've  never  thought 
much  about  Him." 

She  paused  a  moment,  then  fear  flickered  over  her  face. 

"  If — I  die,"  she  said  hardly  above  a  whisper,  "  I  shall 
have  to  think,  shall  I  not  ?  He  will  be  there,  Grizel !  He 
frightens  me  !  " 

"  Henriette — my  darling,  don't  look  like  that !  "  Grizel 
cried.  "  You  believe  in  my  love  for  you,  don't  you  ?  Very 
well  then,  God's  is  far,  far  greater — so  infinitely  greater 
that  it's  almost  absurd  to  speak  of  my  care  for  you  beside 
His.    Believe  that !    You  must  believe  it." 

"  I  suppose  so.  Your  eyes  are  full  of  tears,  Grizel.  Are 
you  sorry  for  me  ?  " 
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"  Yes,  Henriette,  yes,  dear.    I  love  you." 

A  movement  at  the  door  told  of  the  nurse's  return,  and 
Grizel  knew  she  must  go.  Bending,  she  kissed  Henriette 
again,  longing  to  say  all  that  was  in  her  heart  yet  unable 
to  utter  one  word,  and  Henriette  kissed  her  in  return  and 
followed  her  to  the  door  with  a  strange  look  in  her  great 
dark  eyes.  She  was  glad  that  Lewis  was  not  waiting  for 
her,  glad  that  only  Diane,  freshly  groomed  from  Yvonne's 
hands  and  ready  to  dine  with  her  father,  was  in  the  salon  ; 
as  she  entered  Diane  came  quickly  forward. 

"  Daddy  asked  me  to  ask  you  to  excuse  him  for  a  few 
minutes,"  she  said.  "  He  hopes  you  will  come  back  to  dine 
with  us." 

"  I  fear  I  cannot  to-night,  dear,"  Grizel  said,  conscious 
only  of  her  longing  to  get  away  alone.  "  Will  you  thank 
your  father  and  explain  that  I  must  go  back  ?  I  will  call 
to  enquire  to-morrow  early.    Good  night,  dear." 

She  bent  and  Diane  kissed  her  with  the  eager  affection 
she  loved,  thanking  her  for  the  pleasure  of  the  day,  and 
accompanying  her  to  the  hotel  entrance,  asking  if  she 
wanted  a  cab  with  a  thoughtful  courtesy  that  was  almost 
comically  like  her  father.  Then  at  last  Grizel  was  alone, 
driving  down  the  Avenue  Marceau  to  the  river,  through  the 
golden  beauty  of  the  summer's  evening,  alone  with  her 
thoughts. 

That  night  Henriette  died. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII 

When  M.  Louis  brought  the  news  to  the  rue  Solferino 
about  ten  o'clock  the  next  morning,  Grizel  knew  that  she 
had  expected  it ;  but  it  nevertheless  came  as  a  shock  in 
which  grief  and  pity  mingled,  and  later  on  she  walked  to 
Saint  Sulpice,  and  in  a  shadowy  recess  of  the  vast  church 
knelt  to  pray  for  the  wayward  soul  that  had  passed. 

The  formal  prayers  ended,  she  knelt  on,  gazing  through 
the  dimness  to  a  distant  glimpse  of  the  high  altar,  wonder- 
ing, thinking,  hearing  again  Henriette's  half-impatient 
words : 

"  You  mean  God  ?  .  .  .  I've  never  thought  very  much 
about  Him.  .  .  .  He  frightens  me." 

Poor  nttle  Henriette !  So  tempest  tossed  and  wilful — 
was  she  frightened  now,  Grizel  wondered,  or  had  the  God 
she  dreaded  and  tried  to  ignore,  stilled  fear  and  ignorance 
together  in  His  infinite  pity  ? 

No  answer  could  come  to  that  question,  no  assurance 
that  all  was  well — the  Veil  had  fallen  between  one  more 
soul  and  the  world  of  men,  and  the  destinies  of  God  had 
enfolded  it  beyond  all  human  knowledge  or  love.  Yet 
Grizel,  kneeling  there  in  the  quiet  remoteness,  felt  instinc- 
tively that  no  better  thing  could  have  happened.  Henriette, 
with  her  weakness,  her  sin,  her  charm,  and  her  vain  efforts 
"to  be  good,"  had  passed  into  the  great  life  beyond,  into 
the  keeping  of  God. 

Grizel  rose  at  last  quite  unconscious  how  long  she  had 
been  in  the  church  and  went  out  into  the  May  sunshine, 
which  streamed  across  the  Place  St.  Sulpice  in  a  flood  of 
brilHance.  , 
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The  pigeons,  rejoicing  in  the  return  of  summer,  were 
strutting  about  the  wide  pavement,  the  trees  waved  their 
scented  leaves  in  a  southern  breeze,  and  a  very  old  man 
grinding  knives  sat  close  to  the  fountain  singing  in  a  very 
old  cracked  voice. 

It  was  midday  she  found,  glancing  at  her  watch ;  so  a 
little  surprised  at  the  lateness  of  the  hour,  she  hurried  back 
by  the  rue  de  Tournon  and  the  Boulevard,  the  contrast 
between  the  Ught  and  life  of  the  sunny  streets  and  the  dim 
interior  of  the  great  church  making  itself  powerfully  felt. 

She  lunched  alone  with  her  grandfather,  M.  Louis  being 
always  out  at  this  hour,  and  Victor  not  putting  in  an 
appearance,  and  afterwards  wrote  a  brief  note  to  Lewis 
and  one  to  Diane,  ofEering  to  take  the  latter  should  Lewis 
wish  her  not  to  remain  in  the  hotel.  She  drove  out  with 
M.  Lavel  in  the  afternoon  and  left  both  notes  at  the 
"Superb,"  and  as  the  little  open  cab  passed  down  the 
Avenue  Bois  de  Boulogne  could  not  but  think  of  her  recent 
walk  with  Lewis. 

She  did  not  see  Victor  till  the  evening  when  he  came  in 
towards  ten  o'clock  to  find  her  alone,  for  M.  Louis  was  out 
and  M.  Lavel  had  already  retired. 

Grizel  seated  in  her  favourite  place  at  night,  the  little 
ante-room  off  the  hall,  had  been  trying  to  read,  but  her 
thoughts  wandered,  sometimes  to  the  latter  years,  but 
more  often  further  afield  to  the  days  at  the  Convent  of 
St.  Clotilde  when  Henriette  had  first  become  her  friend. 
The  thought  of  Lewis  obtruded  itself  very  httle  just  now  ; 
Henriette,  as  ever,  held  the  chief  place  in  the  heart  of  her 
most  loyal  champion,  and  Grizel  found  that  the  chief  feeling 
beyond  the  natural  sorrow  was  one  of  intense  thankfulness. 
Thankfulness  that  Henriette's  secret  need  never  now  be 
known. 

When  she  heard  Victor  she  called  him  and  he  came  in 
and  dropped  into  a  chair  near  by  ;  he  looked  pale  and  very 
grave  and  Grizel  longed  to  speak  yet  hesitated. 
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Presently  he  solved  her  difficulty  by  an  abrupt  re- 
mark. 

"  Do  you  know  if — if  the  funeral  is  to  be  here  or  in 
London  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,  I  haven't  seen  Mr.  CUevedon.  Have 
you  been  to  the  hotel  ?  " 

"Yes.    I— saw  her." 

His  mouth  quivered,  but  he  took  his  underlip  between 
his  teeth  savagely  and  after  a  moment  spoke  again  : 

"  Lewis  gave  me  a  note  in  reply  to  yours.    Here  it  is." 

He  handed  it  across ;  a  brief  answer  thanking  her  for 
sympathy  and  asking  if  she  would  take  charge  of  Diane 
to  London  on  the  morrow  as  he  had  many  arrangements 
to  make.    At  its  end  she  looked  across  at  her  brother. 

"  Henriette  is  to  be  buried  in  London,"  she  said,  "  on 
Friday." 

To-day  was  Tuesday. 

Victor  made  no  reply,  and  for  a  while  silence  reigned ; 
then  presently  looking  at  him  Grizel  saw  he  had  covered 
his  face  with  his  hands,  and  acting  on  a  sudden  impulse 
she  crossed  over  to  his  side,  and  bending  put  her  arm 
around  him. 

She  felt  him  shiver  at  the  unexpectedness  of  her  touch, 
and  presently  he  leant  his  head  against  her  and  she  felt 
the  hot  sting  of  tears  against  her  bare  shoulder — yet  she 
uttered  no  word,  only  knelt  beside  him  till  after  a  while 
he  drew  away,  master  of  himself  once  more. 

He  went  up  to  his  room  very  soon  afterwards,  and  by 
his  kiss  and  the  look  he  gave  her  she  knew  he  understood 
her  silence  and  was  aware  of  her  knowledge ;  then  very 
weary  she  sought  her  bed. 

She  met  Diane  in  Yvonne's  care  at  the  Gare  du  Nord 
the  next  morning,  and  while  the  maid's  eyes  were  red, 
Diane,  except  for  her  pallor  and  her  silence,  looked  as  usual. 
Indeed,  in  the  child's  heart  sorrow  was  outweighed  by 
relief,  for  to  her  Henriette  had  been  a  being  to  be  feared 
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and  admired,  never  loved,  and  now  she  would  have  her 
father^all  to  herself. 

That  last  thought  outweighed  every  other  consideration 
in  Diane's  estimation,  and  now  watching  the  country  in 
all  its  first  beauty  of  summer  a  great  load  seemed  lifted 
oS  her  mind.  She  tried  hard  to  feel  what  she  designated 
to  herself  as  "  properly  sorry,"  and  certainly  Henriette's 
death  had  been  a  shock  to  her ;  but  whereas  she  could 
plan  a  future  with  immense  eagerness  she  knew  that  if  her 
father,  instead  of  her  mother,  had  died,  no  future  would 
have  seemed  possible — only  an  agony  of  grief.  And  therein 
lay  the  difference. 

They  went  to  Sloane  Street  on  their  arrival  in  town,  for 
Lewis  had  asked  Grizel  to  stay  with  Diane  for  the  night, 
and  the  next  morning  Marcel  called,  having  come  up  to 
town  with  Lilian. 

He  took  Diane  out  into  the  Park  and  the  day  dragged 
past,  and  in  the  evening  Lewis's  uncle  and  aunt.  Lord  and 
Lady  Richmond,  arrived  and  Grizel  handed  over  her  charge 
to  them. 

The  next  day  was  the  funeral,  and  she  saw  Lewis  from 
a  little  distance,  and  hurried  away  afterwards  feeling  oddly 
disinchned  to  meet  him  then. 

Not  for  a  whole  month  did  she  hear  of  him,  then  she 
was  summoned  back  to  Paris  by  M.  Louis  to  stay  at  the 
rue  SoLferino  and  help  entertain  one  of  M.  Lavel's  old 
friends,  who  was  coming  to  pay  a  short  visit.  The  old 
friend  was  a  very  famous  Russian  conductor,  and  Grizel 
enjoyed  every  moment  she  spent  in  his  company  and 
listened  through  many  delightful  hours  to  the  conversation 
between  him  and  her  grandfather. 

On  the  evening  he  left  she  drove  with  him  to  the  station ; 
he  was  going  to  Milan — and  then  as  the  night  was  so  per- 
fect, decided  to  prolong  her  drive  and  told  the  man  to 
follow  the  river  to  the  Pont  de  I'Alma  and  then  make  for 
Passy  and  come  back  on  the  other  bank. 
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She  felt  as  she  had  felt  nearly  two  years  before  on  the 
day  when  she  had  first  met  Lewis  CUevedon — that  she 
needed  quiet  in  which  to  arrange  her  thoughts. 

She  hoped  that  Lewis  would  leave  Diane  in  Jier  charge, 
should  he  decide  to  travel  for  a  time,  and  though  she  tried 
to  avoid  thinking  much  of  him,  she  found  herself  anxioiis 
about  him  and  desirous  that  he  should  take  every  care  of  his 
health,  which  was  certainly  not  of  the  best  at  present. 

She  did  not  attempt  to  disguise  from  herself  the  fact 
that  she  loved  him  ;  such  self-deception  would  have  been 
unworthy  even  if  it  had  been  possible,  but  she  had  suffered 
enough  in  her  life  to  acquire  patience,  and  foremost  in 
her  heart  was  an  immense  relief  that  when  temptation 
threatened  she  had  been  loyal  to  Henriette. 

The  httle  cab  turned  the  corner  of  the  street,  gUded  on 
its  fat  pneumatic  tyres  across  the  Pont  Solferino,  and 
drew  up  at  the  house. 

As  she  stepped  out  of  it  the  door  opened  and  she  was 
face  to  face  with  Lewis  himself. 

One  glad  irrepressible  exclamation  of  welcome  broke 
from  her,  then  biting  her  lip  with  vexation  at  herself,  she 
endeavoured  to  welcome  him  more  conventionally. 

"  You  are  a  great  surprise  !  "  she  said  as  they  shook 
hands.    "  When  did  you  come  ?  " 

"  Not  half  an  hoiir  ago.  I  crossed  last  night,"  he  said, 
his  eyes  scanning  her  with  close  attention.  "  I  am  on  my 
way  to  Marseilles  and  I  wanted  first  to  see  you." 

*'  To  Marseilles  ?  " 

She  stopped  abruptly  half-way  up  the  stairs. 

"  You — are  going  abroad  ?  " 

"  Yes.    I  am  going  to  India  for  six  months." 

"  To  work  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  You're  not  fit !  "  she  exclaimed,  the  words  breaking 
from  her  impetuously.    "  You  need  rest." 

"  It's  a  light  job — and  I  must  have  something  to  do 
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just  now.  It  won't  liiirt  me.  It's  special  work  and  will 
only  take  me  about  six  or  eight  months." 

"  And  Diane  ?  " 

"It  is  about  Diane  that  I  wished  to  see  you — partly. 
Will  you  come  and  dine  with  me  quietly  somewhere  ?  " 

"  Won't  you  dine  here  instead  ?  Uncle  Louis  is  out 
and  we  shall  be  quite  alone.  It  will  be  pleasanter  for  you 
than  a  restaurant." 

**  Thank  you.  I  should  prefer  it,"  he  said,  and  after  a 
few  minutes'  casual  conversation,  Grizel  went  to  give  the 
necessary  orders  and  to  change  her  dress,  while  Lewis 
waited,  smoking,  in  the  little  ante-room. 

They  talked  impersonally  through  dinner,  and  when  the 
meal  was  ended  and  they  were  seated  in  the  cool  Httle 
salon  with  its  windows  wide  open  to  the  hot  summer  night 
there  came  one  of  those  long  pauses  that  become  insup- 
portable by  reason  of  all  the  manifold  words  longing  to  be 
uttered.    Grizel,  feeling  the  danger,  spoke  first. 

"  You  wanted  to  talk  about  Diane  ?  "  she  said.  "  What 
was  it  ?    What  are  your  plans  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  the  monosyllable  was  not  very  helpful,  and  it 
seemed  for  a  moment  or  two  as  though  he  were  going  to 
B&y  no  more  ;  then  : 

"  What  are  yours  ?  "  he  said.  "  Are  you  going  to 
remain  at  Altonbury  or  are  you  going  to  town  or " 

"  I  am  coming  here,"  she  said.  "  I  have  already  almost 
decided  on  an  apartment  in  the  rue  d'Assas.  Grandpapa 
really  needs  me,  and  baby,  and  I  can  be  very  happy  here. 
I  shaU  take  it  for  six  or  nine  months.  Will  you  not  let 
Diane  come  too  ?  It  wiU  be  excellent  for  her  French,  and 
there  is  talk  of  Kiki  joining  me  for  the  same  reason." 

She  had  put  it  bluntly,  she  knew,  but  she  felt  instinc- 
tively that  he  was  finding  it  difficult  to  say  what  he  wished, 
and  her  instinct  was  right  as  his  look  and  tone  of  relief 
showed. 

"That  would  be  exactly  what  I  should  like  for  her,' 
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he  said.  "  I  don't  want  to  send  her  to  Lady  Richmond, 
and  she  is  devoted  to  you  and  to  your  small  son.  But  it's 
taking  advantage  of  your  kindness.  I've  done  that  too 
much  already." 

"  You  could  not,"  she  said  quietly.  "  And  I  should 
dearly  love  Diane's  companionship.  We  are  great  friends, 
she  and  I,  and  I  want  her.    Later " 

She  had  not  meant  to  say  more  and  broke  ofi  abruptly, 
and  Lewis  moving  a  little  restlessly  in  his  chair  glanced 
at  her,  then  out  at  the  dusky  blue  of  the  heavens,  that 
looked  soft  as  velvet  above  the  roof. 

A  few  stars  were  gUmmering  through  the  dense  blue, 
but  the  air  was  too  hot  to  allow  them  to  be  brilliant,  and 
eastwards  the  moon  was  rising,  hanging  like  a  great  golden 
globe  low  in  the  heavens  and  giving  promise  of  a  glorious 
night.  AU  was  stul  just  here  in  the  quiet  street,  and  the 
sound  of  traffic  in  the  Boulevard  came  only  as  a  murmur, 
and  the  lights  in  the  river  reflected  themselves  a  myriad-fold 
on  its  quiet  surface,  but  Lewis  felt  none  of  the  calm  of  the 
night  for  strangely  mingled  emotions  were  astir  within 
him. 

The  piteousness  of  his  wife's  death,  she  who  had  been  so 
gay  and  thoughtless,  flitting  like  a  lovely  butterfly  through 
life,  was  hitting  him  anew,  making  him  question  himself 
for  the  thousandth  time  as  to  his  conduct  towards  her ; 
and  in  the  same  breath  as  it  were,  the  love  he  had  fought 
against  so  long  for  the  woman  beside  him,  clamoured  for 
expression. 

Over  and  over  again  during  these  last  few  hours  he  had 
felt  the  impossibility  of  leaving  her  without  in  some  way 
showing  what  he  felt,  yet  he  knew  he  must  not,  could  not, 
in  decency  speak  of  his  love  for  her. 

His  abrupt  movement  startled  Grizel  for  the  moment, 
then  seeing  his  face  she  took  her  courage  in  hand,  knowing 
as  only  a  woman  who  truly  loves  can  know,  the  crisis  of 
feeling  at  which  he  was. 
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"  We  need  not  speak  of  the  future,"  she  said  so  quietly 
that  her  tone  ahnost  deceived  him.  "  When  you  return 
from  this  special  mission  will  be  time  enough  for  that. 
Until  then  let  me  have  charge  of  Diane  here  in  Paris,  and 
I  can  write  very  fully  of  all  that  occurs.  You  honour  me 
with  your  confidence  over  her.  We  are — friends,  you  and 
I,  and  surely  that  is  all  that  is  necessary.  Can  we  not  leave 
things  for  the  present  hke  that  ?  " 

Something  in  the  tone  of  her  last  words  made  him  look 
at  her.  For  a  long  moment  their  glances  held,  and  as  he 
looked  something  of  the  struggle  and  the  weariness  died 
within  him,  and  hope  vanished  for  certainty  to  take  its 
place. 

With  a  Httle  gesture  that  spoke  volumes  he  showed  his 
agreement  with  her  request,  hesitated,  then  spoke. 

"  Marcel  says  he  will  bring  Diane  to  you,"  he  said. 
"  And  now  I — I  am  going.  I  shall  not  see  you  again,  but  " 
— he  paused  a  moment,  his  eyes  saying  what  his  Hps  must 
not — "  but  it  is  not  really  good-bye  this  time,  is  it  ?  You'll 
write  every  week  to  me  ?  And  about  yourself  as  much  as 
Diane  ?  " 

"Yes,"  she  said  quite  simply.  "And  you  will  do  the 
same  ?  " 

"  Yes.  It — is  only  six  months,  but  it  feels  Hke  an 
Eternity.  No — don't  come  down  with  me,  let  me  go  now — 
Grizel — God  bless  you  !  " 

His  voice  was  unsteady,  and  to  hide  his  emotion  he  bent 
and  kissed  the  hands  he  held  prisoned  in  his,  then  turning 
went  out  of  the  room  without  looking  back. 

A  moment  later  she  heard  the  door  close  and  gazing  out 
of  the  window  saw  him  in  the  soft  moonhght  walk  swiftly 
away  across  the  Pont  Solferino. 
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The  Prodigal  Father         .        .       AtJi  Edition  J.  .Siorer  Clouston. 

Struggle  (28.  net.; Cassels  Cobb. 

Andrew  and  His  Wife Thomas  Cobb. 

Lady  Sylvia's  Impostor Thomas  Cobb. 

The  Transformation  of  Timothy    .        .        .  Thomas  Cobb. 

The  Voice  of  Bethia Thomas  Cobb. 

A  Marriage  of  Inconvenience  ....  Thomas  Cobb. 

Phillida Thomas  Cobb. 

The  Loitering  Highway Sophie  Cole. 

The  House  in  Watchman's  Alley         .        .  Sophie  Cole. 

Skirts  of  Straw Sophie  Cole. 

Patience  Tabernacle Sophie  Cole. 

Penelope's  Doors Sophia  Cole. 

A  Plain  Woman's  Portrait       ....  Sophie  Cole. 

in  Search  of  Each  Other Sophie  Cole. 

The  Thornbush  near  the  Door       .        .        .  Sophie  Cole. 

Blue-Qrey  Magic Sophie  Cole. 

A  Wardour  Street  Idyll Sophie  Cole. 

Hester  and  I ,        .  Mrs.P.  Ch.  deCrespigny. 

Mallory's  Tryst Mrs.  P.  Ch. de  Crespigny. 

The  Valley  of  Achor Mrs.  P.  Ch.de  Crespigny. 

The  Mark Mrs.  P.  Ch.de  Crespigny. 

Diane  of  the  Qreen  Van Leona  Dalrymple. 

The  Loom  of  Life Edith  Dart. 

The  Education  of  Jacqueline  .       Srd  Edition  Claire  de  Pratz. 

Elisabeth  Davenay     .        .        .       3rd  Edition  Claire  de  Pratz. 

Little  Faithful      ....      tnd  Edition  Beulah  Marie  Diz. 

Traveller's  Samples Mrs.  Henry  Dudeney. 

Honours  of   War George  Edgar. 

Kent  the  Fighting  Man George  Edgar. 

The  Pride  of  the  Fancy George  Edgar. 

The  Red  Colonel ....      Snd  Edition  George  Edgar. 

Swift  Nick  of  the  York  Road.      Snd  Edition  George  Edgar. 

The  Blue  Bird's- Eye         .        .      Srd  Edition  George  Edgnr. 

The  Torchbearer Dorothea  Fairbndg«. 
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Piet  of  Italy Dorothea  Fairbridga, 

The  Rock Mrs.  Romilly  Fedden. 

The  Man  Hunt Tom  Gallon. 

The  Diamond  Trail Tom  Gallon. 

The  Man  in  Motley Tom  Gallon. 

Olga  Nazimov W.  L.  George. 

The  Witch  Child Louise  Gerard. 

Life's  Shadow  Show Louise  Gerard. 

The  Virgin's  Treasure Louise  Gerard, 

Flower-of-the-Moon Louise  Gerard. 

The  Swimmer Louise  Gerard. 

A  Tropical  Tangle       .        .        .      2nd  Edition  Louise  Gerard. 

The  Leech Mrs.  Harold  E .  Gorat. 

Sons  of  State •  Winifred  Graham. 

Mary AtA  Edition  Winifred  Graham. 

The  Needlewoman Winifred  Graham. 

The  Kris  Qirl Beatrice  Grimshaw. 

Guinea  Qold 2nd  Edition  Beatrice  Grinishaw. 

•  When  the  Red  Qods  Call         .       Srd  Edition  Beatrice  Grimshaw. 

Edward  Racedale's  Will Mark  Hardy. 

Entertaining  Jane Millicent  Heathcote. 

Clark's  Field Robert  Heriick. 

The  Common  Lot Robert  Herrick. 

His  Great  Adventure Robert  Herrick. 

The  Web  of  Life Robert  Herrick. 

One  Woman's  Life      .        .        .      2nd  Edition  Robert  Herrick. 

The  Progress  of  Prudence       .        .        .        .  W.  F.  Hewer, 

The  Old  Road  from  5pain        ....  Constance  Holme. 

Crump  Folk  Going  Home         ....  Constance  Holme. 

The  Lonely  Plough Constance  Holme. 

John  Ward,  M,D Arthur  Hooley. 

Poilyooly 2nd  Edition  Edgar  Jepson. 

Arsene  Lupin        . Je^ison  and  Leblana 

The  Enlightenment  of  Ermyn        .        .        .  Harry  Jermyn. 

The  Adolescence  of  Aubrey     ....  Harry  Jermyn. 

High  Stakes.        . Ruth  Kauffman. 

Jim — Unclassified        ......  Robert  J.  Kelly. 

Jehanne  of  the  Golden  Lips    .      Srd  Edition  F.  G.  Know  les-Fo8t«r. 

The  Written  Law F.  G.  Knowles-Foster. 

The  Net  of  Circumstance         .        .        ,        .  Mr.  &  Mrs.  O.  L'Artsarj. 

The  Confessions  of  Arsene  Lupin         .        .  Maurice  Leblanc. 

813    .         ■         •         •        .         .         .      Und  Edition  Maurice  Leblanc. 

The  Frontier Maurice  Leblanc. 

The  Lightkeeper Anatole  Le  Braz. 

The  Little  Lady  of  the  Big  House  .  Jack  London. 

The  Night- Born  (Stories)        ....  Jack  London. 

Lost  Face Jack  London. 

The  Jacket  (The  Star  Rover)        Snd  Edition  Jack  London. 

The  Mutiny  of  the  Elsinore    ,      Srd  Edition  Jack  Loudon, 
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"  There  is  always  a  new  Mills  S  Boon  Novel " 


Snd  Edition 

Snd  Sdilion 
Uth  Edition 
2nd  Edition 


John  Barleycorn  ....      Srd  Edition 

The  Valley  of  the  Moon  .       .       6th  Edition 

South  Sea  Tales  . 

Smoke  Bellew      ....       Uth  Edition 

A  Son  of  the  Sun        .        .        .      Srd  Edition 

When  Qod  Laug'hs     .        .        .     Snd  Edition 

The  Music  Makers 

The  Marriage  of  Edward 

Attraction      .... 

Outlaw's  Luck 

A  Rich  Man's  Table  . 

Grandpapa's  Granddaughter 

Throug-h  the  Window 

Men  and  Dreams  .        .     2nd  Edition 

The  Yoke  of  Silence  (5».) 

The  Prince    .... 

Second  Bests 

The  Cost        .... 

The  Game  of  the  Tangled  Web 

Wilsam   . 

Mary  up  at  Gaffries  . 

Ripe  Corn      .... 

kuth,  the  Woman  who  Loved 

Sidelights      .... 

The  Sins  of  the  Children 

The  Ealing  Miracle 

The  Unknown  Mr.  Kent   . 

The  Boomers 

The  Plunderer 

Guppy  Guyson 

With  Poison  and  Sword  . 

Harm's  Way .... 

Stories  without  Tears        .        .      tTid  Edition 

Love  the  Magnet. 

Wonderful  Love  ■ 

White  Heat Snd  Edition 

Scorched  Souls    . 

The  Adventures'  of  Captain  Jack  Srd  Edition 

Lily  Magic     .... 

Phyllida  Flouts  Me    . 

Two  Young  Pigeons  . 

Something  Impossible 

Burnt  Flax    .... 

Tales  from  Five  Chimneys 

Miss  Elizabeth  Gibbs 

The  Kingdom  and  the  Wall 

The  Court  Favourite 

The  Relations 

The  Swashbuckler 

The  Silence  Broken    .        .       .     2nd  Edition 

Nigel  Ferrard       ....     Snd  Edition 

Long  Furrows  .        , 

An  Absent  Hero .       .       . 


2nd  Edition 


.Tack  London. 
Jack  London. 
Jack  London. 
Jack  London. 
Jack  London. 
Jack  London. 
Louise  Mack. 
Louise  Mack. 
Lotiise  Mack. 
DoToDiea  Mackellar. 
Ella  MacMahon. 
Mary  E.  Mann. 
Mary  B.  Mann. 
Mary  E.  Mann. 
Amy  McLaren. 
Thomas  Metcalfe. 
L.  G.  Moberly. 
L.  G.  Moberly. 
S.  C.  Nethersole. 
S.  C.  Nethersole. 
S.  C.  Nethersole. 
S.  C.  Nethersole. 
Horace  W.  C.  Newte. 
Horace  W.  C.  Newte. 
Horace  W.  C.  Newte. 
Horace  W,  C.  Newte. 
Roy  Norton. 
Roy  Norton. 
Roy  Norton. 
W.  JI.  O'Kane. 
W.  M.  OKane. 
Lloyd  Osboume. 
Barry  Pain. 
Pan. 
Pan. 
Pan. 
Pan. 

Max  Pemberton. 
Mary  L.  Pendered. 
Mary  L,  Pendered. 
Mrs.  H.  H.  Penrose. 
Mrs.  H.  H.  Penrose. 
Mrs.  H.  H.  Penrose. 
Mannadnke  Pickthall. 
Alicia  Ranibey. 
Mrs.  Baillie  Reynolds. 
Mrs.  Baillie  Reynolds, 
Mrs.  Baillie  Reynolds. 
Mrs.  Baillie  Reynolds. 
Mrs.  Baillie  Reynolds. 
Mrs.  Bail  tie  Reynolds. 
Mrs.  Fred  Reynolds. 
Mrs.  Fred  Reynolds. 


Mills  S  Boon's  Six-Shilling  Novels 


Home 


The  Gondola 

The  Valiant*  of  Virginia 

Her  Last  Appearance 

Force  Majeure 

Mr.  5heringham  and  Others 

The  Dividing-  Sword  . 

The  Plame  of  Daring 

One  Man  Returns 

The  Call  of  the  5!ren 

Kicks  and  Ha'pence  . 

—And  What  Happened 

Allward  .... 

Sarah  Bden  . 

The  Long  Engagement 

The  Veil. 

The  Mountain  of  Qod 

The  Lure 

The  Earthen  Drum    . 

The  Edge  of  Empire 

Beyond  the  Shadow  . 

Cophetua's  5on   . 

The  Hidden  Road 

The  Monument    . 

The  Man  who  Stayed  at 

The  Captain's  Furniture 

Moyle  Churcb-Town. 

Love        .... 

Stormlight    .        ... 

The  Qiri  with  the  Blue  Eyes 

The  Cheat      . 

Salt  of  Life  . 

Grizei  Married 

The  Adventures  of  Blllie 

An  Unknown  Lover  . 

Sport  of  tiods 

The  Lizard    ... 

Mary  Moreland    . 

Big  Tremaine 

His  Love  Story    (5».)  . 

Mr.  Perrin  and  Mr.  Traill 

The  Unknown  Woman 

Toddie     .... 

Ifs  and  Ans  . 

Tess  of  Ithaca 

The  Wind  among  the  Barley 

The  Friendly  Enemy 

The  Court  of  the  Gentiles 

Ruth  of  the  Rowldrich 

Arm  Chair  Stories 

Tristram  Sahib    . 

Happy  Endings    . 

The  Temple  of  Dawn 

The  Red  Mirage  . 

The  Daughter  of  Brahma 

The  Rajah's  People 

Dividing  Waters. 

In  Different  Keys 


Snd  Edition 


Znd  Edition 
Srd  Edition 
Srd  Edition 
7th  Edition 
hth  Edition 
Srd  Edition 
Snd  Edition 


tnd  Edition 
Snd  Edition 
Srd  Edition 


Belshaw 


Srd  Sditi/m 


Srd  Edition 


Snd  Edition 


Srd  Edition 
Uth  Edition 
5th  Edition 
8lh  Edition 
hth  Edition 


Rothay  Reynolds. 
Uallie  Erniinie  Rives. 

A.  Nugent  Robertson> 
Patrick  Rushden. 
Mrs.  Alfred  Sidgwiolc. 
Harold  Sixjnder. 
Harold  Spender. 
Harold  Spender. 
Harold  Spender, 
Henry  Stace. 

B.  S.  Stevens. 
B.  a.  Stevens. 
E.  8.  Stevens. 
E.  S.  Stevena. 
E.  S.  Stevens. 
E.  S.  Stevens. 
B.  8.  Stevens. 
B.  S.  Stevens. 
Joan  Sutherland. 
Joan  Sutherland. 
Joan  Sutherland. 
Joan  Sutherland. 
Tilk  Tattingham 
Beamish  'linker. 
John  Trevena. 
John  Trevena. 
W.  B.  Trites. 
Lady  'I'roubridge. 
Lady  Troubridgo. 
Lady  Troubridge. 
Mrs.  G.  de  H.  Vaijtey 
Mrs.  G.  de  H.  Vaizey. 
Mrs.  G.  de  U.  Vaizey. 
Mrs.  G.  de  H.  Vaizey. 
H.  Vaughan-Sawyer. 
H.  Vaughan-Sawyer. 
Marie  van  Vorst. 
Marie  van  Vorst. 
Marie  van  Vorst. 
Hugh  M'alpole. 
Anne  Warwick. 
Gilbert  Watson. 

H.  B.  Marriott  Wataon. 

Grace  Miller  White. 

M.  P.  Willcocks. 

T.  P.  Cameron  Wilson. 

Mrs.  Sumley  Wrench. 

Mrs.  Stanley  Wrench. 

I.  A.  R.  Wylie. 

I.  A.  R.  Wylie. 

I.  A.  R.  Wylie. 

I.  A.  R.  Wylie. 

1.  A.  R.  Wylie. 

1.  A.  R.  Wylie. 

1.  A.  R.  Wylie. 

1.  A.  R.  Wylie. 

I.  A.  R.  Wylie. 


MILLS  &  BOONS  SHILLING  NOVELS 

Picture  Coven.  Crown  8to.  1«.  net 

Ashes  of  Incense  .        .        .      The  Author  of  "  Mastering  Flame." 

Eve— Spinster Anon. 

The  Nursing  Home.  The  Particular  Petticoat  Arthur  Applin. 
Shop  Girls.       Sister  Susie— Spinster    .        .        .       Arthur  Applin. 

The  Woman  Who  - —  1 Arthur  Applin. 

The  Girl  who  Saved  His  Honour  ....  Arthur  Applin. 
The  Rainy  Day.        A  London  Girl.        .        .        .       Harold  BeRbie. 

*The  Bill-Toppers Andr^  Caataicne. 

tils  First  Offence.       The  Peer's  Progress.       .  J.  Storer  Clouston. 

The  Prodigal  Father J.  Storer  Clouston. 

Isobel  in  Wardour  Street Sophie  Cole. 

•Within  the  L.aw M.  Dana  and  E.  Forest. 

Peer  Gynt Melrod  Danning. 

*i^omance Acton  Dalies. 

The  Blue  Bird's-Eye Geoi^  Edgar. 

Swift  Nick  of  the  York  Road Geor<:e  Edgar. 

The  L^st  Challenge Langley  Edwards. 

A  Tropical  Tangle Louise  Gerard. 

The  Bolster  Book Harry  Graham. 

The  Love  Story  of  a  Mormon Winifred  Graham. 

The  Needlewoman Winifred  Graham. 

Can  a  Man  be  True  (Sons  of  Stated      .        .        .  Winifred  Graham. 

The  Rugmaker's  Daughter Manin  Ingram. 

Pollyooly  .        .        .        .   ^ Edgar  Jepson. 

The  Confessions  of  Arsene  Lupin ....  Maurice  Leblanc. 
813  ^(A  .New  Arsene  Lnpin  Adventure)  ....  Maurice  Leblanc. 
*Arsene  Lupin       ....     Edgar  Jepson  and  Maurice  Leblanc. 

Paste Bannister  Merwin. 

A  Young  Lady.        Pansy  Meares  .  Horace  W.  C.  Xewte. 

The  Square  Mile.       The  Socialist  Countess    Horace  W.  C.  Newte. 

The  Sins  of  the  Children Horace  W.  C.  Newte. 

The  L.onely  Lovers Horace  W.  C.  Newte. 

Sparrows  :  The  Story  of  an  Unprotected  Qirl  .  Horace  W.  C.  Newte. 
Lena  Swallow:   A  Sister  to  "Sparrows"    .        .      Horace  W.  C.  Newte. 

Living  I*ictures Horace  W.  C.  Newte. 

Scorched  Souls.        White  Heat Pan- 

The  Adventures  of  Captain  Jack Max  Pemberton. 

Beware  of  the  Dog Mrs.  Baillie  Reynolds. 

•D'Arcy  of  the  Guards L.  E.  Shipman. 

Santa  Claus  (The  Fairy  Story  of  the  Play)  .  .  Harold  Si wpson. 
"The  Marriage  .'Market.      *The  Dollar  Princess     Harold  Simpson. 

•The  Count  of  Luxembourg Harold  Simpson. 

The  Mountain  of  God.  The  Lure  .  .  .  E.  S.  Stevens. 
"The  Man  Who  Stayed  at  Home    ....     Beamish  Tinker. 

The  Price  of  a  Soul Paul  Trent. 

John  Cave.        Life W.  B.  Tritea. 

The  Cheat.        The  Woman  who  Forgot      .        .    Lady  Troubridge. 

Body  and  Soul Lady  Troubridge. 

The  White  Hope W.  R.  H.  Trowbridpe. 

The  Prelude  to  Adventure       .....        Hugh  Wal pole. 

Mr.  Perrin  and  Mr.  Traill Hugh  Walpole. 

The  Daughter  of  Brahma I.  A.  R.  Wylie. 

Dividing  Waters I.  A.  R.  Wylie. 

For  Church  and  Chieftain May  Wyons. 

•  Novel  of  the  Play. 
6 


MILLS  &  BOON'S 

Shilling  Cloth  Library 

Is.  net  each  volume  (postage  3d. J 

A  London  Girl.        The  Rainy  Day  ....  Harold  Beobie. 

Closed  Doors Harold  Begbie. 

The  Room  in  the  Tower E.  F.  Benson. 

Mr.  Lyndon  at  Liberty Victor  Bridges. 

The  Man  from  .Nowhere Victor  Bridges. 

Aunt  Augusta  in  Egypt.     (Entirely  New)         ■,        .  J.  E.  Buckrose. 

Because  of  Jane J.  E.  Buckrose. 

Down  our  Street J.  E.  Buckrose. 

Love  in  a  Little  Town J.  K.  Buckrose. 

in  Search  of  Bach  Other Sophie  Cole. 

Kent  the  Fighting  Man Geoboe  Edgak. 

Guinea  Gold Beatrice  Grimshaw, 

When  the  Red  Gods  Call Bkatricb  Grimshaw. 

The  Blindness  of  Virtue Cosmo  Hamilto.v. 

The  Frontier Maurice  Leblanc. 

Twenty-Four  Years  of  Cricket  .        .       .       .       A.  A.  Lillet. 

Lost  Face.  The  Jacket Jack  London. 

Before  Adam.       A  Son  of  the  Sun.        .        .        .      Jack  London. 

An  Odyssey  of  the  North.  Adventure  .  .  Jack  London. 
John  Barleycorn.       Children  of  the  Frost  .        .       Jack  London. 

Love  of  Life.       5moke  Bellew Jack  London. 

South  Sea  Tales.  The  Oruise  of  the  Dazzler.  Jack  Loneos. 
The  Cruise  of  the  Snark.  When  God  Laughs  Jack  London. 
The  God  of  his  Fathers      .        .  ...       Jack  London. 

The  House  of  Pride.  (Entirely  New)  .  .  .  Jack  London. 
The  Iron  Heel.  The  Mutiny  of  the  Elsinore  .  Jack  London. 
The  Scarlet  Plague.    (Entirely  New)         .       .        .       Jack  London. 

The  Road.     (Entirely  New) Jack  London. 

The  Valley  of  the  Moon      .        .        .       .       .       .       Jack  London. 

The  Flame.       The  Mediator Koy  Norton. 

The  Plunderer.        The  Boomers      ....        Roy  Norton. 

Cumner's  Son Sir  Gilbert  Parker. 

The  Haven Eden  Phillpotts. 

The  Czar's  Spy William  Le  Qoeux. 

Who  Qiveth  this  Woman William  Le  (juedx. 

The  Valiants  of  Virginia      ....     Hallik  Erminie  Kives. 

The  Order  of  Release H.  de  Verb  Stacpoole. 

The  Veil.       The  Mountain  of  God  .        .       .        .      E.  S.  Stevens. 

The  Hidden  Road Joan  Sutherland. 

Sporting  Stories     .       .• Thormanby. 

Life W.  B.  Trites. 

An  Unknown  Lover  .        ,      Mr«.  G.  dk  Horne  Vaizey. 

The  Adventures  of  Billie  Belshaw  .  Mrs.  G.  db  Hokne  Vaizey. 
Grizel  Married         .       .  •     .        .        .      Mb.s.  G.  dr  Horne  Vaizey. 

Salt  of  Life Mrs.  G.  de  Horne  Vaizey* 

Mary  Moreland.        Big  Tremaine     .        .        .      Marie  van  Vohst. 

The  Girl  from  His   iown Marie  van  Vobst. 

His  Love  Story Marie  van  Vorst. 

Her  Heart's  Desire Marie  van  Vorst. 

The  Rajah's  People I.  A.  R.  Wylif 

The  Red  Mirage.       The  Temple  of  Dawn    .       .LA.  R.  Wylie. 
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MILLS  &  BOON'S 

SIXPENNY  NOVELS 

Picture  Covers.      Demy  8vo. 

MILLS  &  BOON  are  iuuing  a  newseriea  of  Copyright  Novel* 
by  the  foremost  Novelists  of  the  day.  They  are  printed 
from  large   type   on   good   paper.      Tlie    first   volumes   are : 

Calico  Jack.  ByHoBACEW.C.NEWTE,  Author  of  "Sparrows." 
Globe.  — "Csihco  Jack  is  do  mere  creatare  of  invention,  but  the  real  thing." 

The  Sins  of  the  dildren.    By  Hokace  w.  c.  Newtb. 

Globe. — "  A  strong  convincing  picture  of  life." 

Lena  Swallow.     By  Horace  W.  C,  Newte. 
Living  Pictures.     By  Horace  W.  C.  Kewtb. 

Glasgow  Herald. — "  None  of  them  is  less  than  brilliant." 

The  Lonely  Lovers.     By  Horace  w.  c.  Newtb. 

Daily  Chronicle. — "  A  very  vivid  rendering  of  tense  human  passion  and 
emotion." 

The  Summer  Book.     By  Max  Bembektok. 

The  Adventures  of  Captain  Jack.      By  Mas  Pembeb- 

Tos,  Author  of  "  The  Summer  Book." 
Punch. —  "  What  he  has  to  tell  is  so  deftly  told  that  I  spent  an  excellent 
afternoon  a-reading  his  volume  (Mills  &  Boon)." 

A  Golden  Straw.      By  J.  E.  Buckrose,  Author  of  "  Down 

Oar  Street." 
Daily  Graphic. — "A  story  of  invincible  freshness  and  charm." 

The  Pilgrimage  of  a  Fool.     By  J.  E.  Buckrose. 

Globe. — "  Far  and  away  above  the  ordinary  novel." 

Fame.      By  B.  M.  Croker,  Author  of  "  Angel." 
Scotsnuin. — "A  clever  workmanlike  novel,  always  bright  and  entertaining." 

The  Quaker  Girl.      The  Novel  of  the  Play.     By  Harold 

SiMPSOH. 

The  Education  of  Jacqueline.      By  Claire  de  Pbatz, 

Author  of  "  Elisabeth  Davenay." 
Obterver. — "Jacqueline  is  a  darling." 

The  Silence  Broken.    By  Mrs.  Baillie  Reynolds,  Author 

of  "Nigel  Ferrard." 
Freeman' t  Jour/ial.  —  "  A  most  suitable  bookforthe  summer  holidays,  filled 
from  cover  to  cover  with  love  and  romance." 


MILLS  &  BOON'S 

MY  YEAR  SERIES 

My  Siberian  Year.    By  M.  A.  czaplicka.    With 

28  Full-page  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo.     1C«.  6d.  net. 

An  extremely  interesting  book,  containing  the  record  of  a  remarkable 
year  in  a  woman's  life. 


My  Japanese  Year.     By  T.  H.  Sanders.     Illus- 
trated.    Demy  8vo.     10«.  6d.  net. 

Glasgow  Berald. — "A  valuable  record,  vivid  and  impressive  pictures  of 
the  people  in  their  homes  and  at  their  work." 

Truth. — "An  interesting  book;  an  obviously  fair  and  therefore  a 
decidedly  favourable  impiession  of  the  Japanese." 

Standard. — "  Can  be  heartily  recommended  as  a  genuine  record  of  an 
intelligent  and  unprejudiced  witness.'' 


My  Italian  Year.    By  richard  bagot.    With  2.5 

Illustrations.     Demy  8vo.    Second  Edition.    10«.  Qd.  net. 
The  Observer.—"  'My  Italian  Year'  will  tell  the  reader  more  about  the 

real  present-day  go-ahead  Italy  than  any  other  book  that  has  come  to  our 

notice." 

Daily  Telegraph. — "A  thoughtful,  knowledgeful  book," 

Truth. — "The  best-informed  book  which  has  appeared  of  late  on  Italy." 

My  Russian  Year.    By  rothay  Reynolds.   With 

28  Illustrations.  DemySvo.  Second  Edition.  10«.  6<f.  net. 
Also  Popular  Edition.    2«.  &d.  net. 

"Kmet, — "Full  of  anecdote,  sometimes  indeed  of  gossip,  but  it  is  first- 
band  anecdote  and  the  characteristic  gossip  which  comes  to  the  ears  of  a 
man  who  has  lived  in  the  country  and  understood  its  people.  .  .  .  Mr. 
Reynolds  has  succeeded  in  drawing  a  truthful  and  impartial  picture  of  the 
ordinary  Russian." 

TrutA.— "I  have  never  read  a  book  on  Russia  which  ^ves  such  intimate 
and  interesting,  and  at  the  same  tinie  vivid,  pictures  of  social,  domestic., 
political,  and  ecclesiastical  life  of  Russia." 

Punch. — "  It  is  the  best  work  of  its  kind  I  have  seen  for  years. ' 


Mills  &  Boon  s  My  Year  Series 

My  Cosmopolitan  Year.  By  the  Author  of  'Mas- 
tering Flame"  and  "Ashes  of  Incense."  With  24  Illus- 
trations.    Demy  8vo.     10s.  Gd.  net. 

Times. — "Here  we  have  the  fresh  and  breezy  comments  of  one  who  baa 
'  teen  the  cities  and  known  the  minds  of  many  men.'  " 

Atkenceum. — "  Brightly  written,  admirably  illustrated,  should  become 
a  favourite  with  observant  travellers."  ♦ 


My  Parisian  Year.    By  maude  annesley.    With 

16    Illustrations    from   Photographs    and    1    in   Colour. 
Demy  8vo.     Second  Edition.     10«.  6d.  net. 

Pall  Mall  Gazette. — "The  'joie  de  vivre'  radiates  from  its  pages  .  .  . 
never  dull  or  commonplace." 

Observer. — "  Lots  of  wrinkles  .  .  .  a  sprightly  book." 

Evening  S<a?)dnrd.  — "What  Max  O'Rell  did  for  our  countrymen  Maude 
Annesley  does  for  his." 

Scotsman. — "  Convincing  as  well  as  highly  entertaining." 


My  German  Year.    By  I.  a.  r.  wylie,  Author  of 

"The  Rajah's  People."  With  2  Illustrations  in  Colour 
and  18  from  Photographs.  Demy  8vo.  Second  Edition. 
10«.  fi<i.  net. 

Evening  Standard. — "Should  be  read  by  every  household.  We  have 
seldom  read  a  more  interesting  book." 

Westminster  Gazette. — "A  wise,  well-informed,  and  very  readable  book, 
with  some  delightful  fresh  information  and  shrewd  criticisms." 


My  Spanish  Year.     By  Mrs.  BERNARD  WHISHAW. 
With   20   Illustrations   from  Photographs.      Demy  8vo. 
10*.  6d.  net. 
Westminster  Gazette, — "  A  vivacious  and  charming  record.'' 
The  Times. — "Has  real  value  as  an  interpretation  of  Spain  to  English 
people." 
Daily  News. — "  An  admirable  volume  in  an  admirable  seriea" 
10 


MILLS  &  BOON'S 

RAMBLES  SERIES 

"So  auspiciously  inaugurated  with  Miss  Wy lie's  and  Mrs, 
Oostling's  volumes."— LIVERPOOL  COURIER. 

"They  teem  with  interesting  information  about  people  and 
places.'— STANDARD. 

Rambles  in  Australia.    By  marion  and  edward 

SHARPE  GREW.  With  32  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo. 
6s. 

Rambles   about   the   Riviera.     By   Frances    M. 
GOSTLING.     With  41  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.     G.?. 

"Rambles  about  the  Riviera"  is  a  deliphtful  account  of  a  motor-car 
trip  taken  in  that  wonderful  old-world  district  which  is  visited  by  thou- 
sands every  year,  and  gives  the  I'eader  a  first-hand  actjuaintance  with  the 
subject.  Those  who  are  already  familiar  with  Mrs.  Gostling's  work  will 
need  no  urging  to  buy  this  joyous  book,  for  it  will  prove  a  valuable  guide 
to  the  cultured  visitor. 

Ramibles  around   French  Chateaux.    By 

FRANCES  M.  GOSTLING,  Author  of  "  The  Bretons  at 
Home."    With  5  Illustrations  in  Colour,  33  from  Photo- 
graphs, and  a  Map.     Crown  8vo.     6*. 
Manehestei-  Courier. — "Amusing,  interesting,  delightful." 
BiTmingham  DoAly  Pott. — "  Very  instructive,  very  amusing." 
Morning  Pott. — "Full  of  interest." 

Rambles  in  the  Black  Forest.    By  i.  A.  R.  wylie. 

Author  of  "My  German  Year."  With  5  Illustrations  in 
Colour  and  24  from  Photographs.     Crown  8vo.     6«. 

Tatter. — "  She  has  the  'soul'  of  the  true  rambler." 

Morning  Post. —  "Miss  Wylie  has  made  a  new  and  admirable  roxite  for 
herself." 

Rambles  in  Norway.    By  harold  simpson.   With 

8  Illustrations  in  Colour  and  32  from  Photographs. 
Crown  8vo.     6#. 

Dundee  Advertiier.—  "  Well  worth  reading.  Deserves  to  be  widely  read 
by  those  who  have  enjoyed  such  Rambles  in  Norway  and  by  those  who 
have  not." 

Scotiman.—"  A  lightly  and  pleasantly  written  account  of  a  delightful 
round." 

Standard.—"  Beautifully  illustrated." 
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Mills  &  Boon's  Rambles  Series 
Rambles  with  an  American  in  Great  Britain. 

By    CHRISTIAN     TEARLE.       With    21    Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.     &s. 

Liverpool  Courier. —  "An  interesting  and  ingenious  account  of  a  literary 
piljfiiaiage,  and  in  every  place  the  author  has  something  lively  and  original 
to  say." 

Daili/  £zpres».—"  Good  and  wholesome  reading." 

Rambles  in  Ireland.    By  ROBERT  lynd.    With  5 

Illustrations  in  Colour  by  JACK  B.  YEATS  and  25  from 
Photographs.     Crown  8vo.     6«. 

Pall  Mall  Gazette. — "  Mr.  Lynd's  delightful  book,  which  he  presents  with 
beauty  simple  and  unaffected." 

Biening  Standai-d. — "  Mr.  Lynd  knows  his  Ireland  and  has  written  a 
ijhamiin!;  book  on  it." 

Daily  News. — "  This  fascinating  book." 

Rambles   in   Florence.     By   g.   e.   troutbeck. 

With  8  Illustrations  in  Colour  by  R.'  McANDREW  and 
32  from  Photographs.     Crown  8vo.     6#, 
Guardian. — "  The  work  of  a  real  student  of  Dante." 
Times. — "  Full  of  information." 

Dundee  Advertiser. — "  Written  with  an  equal  appreci.ition  of  artistic 
beauty  and  historic  gveatnes«,  this  book  is  one  which  will  commend  itself 
to  every  lover  ot  Florence." 

Rambles  in  Rome.     By  g.  e.  troutbeck.     With 

8  Illustrations  in  Colour  bj*  R.  McANDREW  and  32  from 
Photographs.     Crown  8vo.     6«. 

Rambles   in  Holland.    By  e.   and  M,  s.  grew. 

With  32  Illustrations  and  a  Map.     Crown  8vo.     6«. 

Aberdeen  Free  Frees. — "  A  delightful  book  about  a  delightful  country. 
Altogether  admirable." 
Globe. — "A  very  charming  and  a  very  useful  book." 

Rambles  in  the  North  Yorkshire  Dales.      By 

J.  E.  BUCKROSE.     With  24  Illustrations  in  half-tone 
and  4  in  colour.     Crown  8vo.     3#.  6d.  net. 
Daily  Chronicle. — "It  is  alcogetber  a  joy  some  i  Ma,  with  sonshina  aad 
aoeriy  epiaode  to  enaare  raccasa." 
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MILLS  &  BOON'S 

VOLUMES  OF  REMINISCENCES 

Sam   Darling's   Reminiscences.     With  8  Photo- 
gravures and  42  Half- Tone   Illustrations.     Demy  8vo. 
21*.   net.     Large   Paper   Edition,   limited  to   75  copies, 
signed  by  the  Author.     52s.  6d.  net. 
porting  Life. — "A  most  valuable  addition  to  the  literature  of  the  Turf." 
Scottman.—"  A  very  desirable  addition  to  every  si>ortiD(;  man's  library."' 

What  I  Know.  Keminiscences  of  Five  Years'  Personal 
Attendance  upon  his  late  Majesty  King  Edward  VII. 
By  C.  W.  STAMPER.  With  a  Portrait  in  Colour,  never 
before  published,  by  OLIVE  SNELL.  Third  Edition. 
Demy  8vo.  10».  &d.  net.  Popular  Edition.  Crown  8vo. 
2*.  net. 

The  Timet. — "  What  would  the  historian  not  give  for  such  a  book  about 
Queen  Elizabetli  or  Louis  Quatorze?  .  .  .  adds  something  to  history." 

Forty  Years  of  a  Sportsman's  Life.     By  sir 

CLAUDE  CHAMPION  DE  CKESPIGNV,  Bart.    With  18 
Illustrations.    Demy  8vo.    10«.  6d.  net.    Popular  Edition. 
Large  Crown  8vo.    6^. 
Sporting  Life. — "  More  enthralling  than  the  most  romantic  novel." 
Daily  Mail. — *'  From  cover  to  corer  there  is  not  a  dull  page." 

From  a  Punjaub  Pomegranate  Grove.    By  c.  C. 

DYSON.     With  li   Illustrations.     Demy  8vo.     10*.  6d, 
net. 

Evening  StandarO,. — "  So  pleasant  and  picturesque  is  Miss  Dyson's  style 
that  we  would  gladly  welcome  a  second  volume." 

My  Slav  Friends.  By  ROTHAY  REYNOLDS,  Author 
of  "  My  Russian  Year,"  Illustrated.  Demy  8vo.  10«.  &d. 
net. 

Tn  this  new  book,  by  the  author  of  "  My  Russian  Year,"  the  author  aims, 
not  merely  to  present  his  Russian  friends  of  all  sorts  and  conditions  to 
the  reade',  in  the  hope  tiiat  they  may  interest  or  entertain  him,  but  also 
to  help  him  to  understand  the  way  in  which  they  look  at  life,  and  to 
account  to  him  for  their  behaviour.  He  writes  of  the  jjeople  he  has  met, 
of  cities  lie  has  visited,  of  manor-hoiises  and  third-class  railway  carriages, 
of  shrines  and  playhouses,  of  servant-girls  and  iioliticians,  of  station- 
masters  and  Polish  countesses,  of  Jews  and  priests  und  dancing-girls,  of 
the  Queen  of  Poland,  of  the  jumble  of  people  he  has  lingered  with,  or 
jostled  against,  in  going  up  and  down  the  Russian  Empire. 
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Mills  &  Boon's  Catalogue 
Forty  Yeeurs  in  Brazil.     By  frank  Bennett. 

With  ^4  JUustrations.     Demy  8vo.     10«.  6i.  net. 

Standard. — "  Can  be  recommended  to  the  reading  pnljlic  generally,  and  it 
should  command  close  attention  from  students  of  international  politics, 
and  from  the  business  world." 

Pall  Mall.—"  May  be  warmly  recommended  to  all  who  are  interested  in 
a  country  that  is  steadily  coming  more  and  more  to  the  front." 

Sheffield  Daily  Telegraph. — "  Intending  residents  in,  and  visitors  to, 
South  America  will  serve  their  own  interests  gieatly  by  reading  through 
tliis  capitally  written  book." 

Memories     and    Adventures.      By     madame 

HfeRlTTE-VIARDOT.      With   20   Illustrations,      Demy 
8vo.     10«.  6d,  net. 

Daily  Telegraph.—"  Full  of  the  deepest  interest  for  both  laymen  and 
musicians." 

Slieffield  Daily  Telegraph, — "  A  mine  of  amusing  anecdote." 


Sixty-Eight    Years    on    the    Stage.      By  Mrs. 

CHARLES  CALVERT.     Popular  Edition.     Large  Crown 

8vo,    6«. 
Morning  Post. — "  Agreeable  and  amusing." 
Pall  Mall  Gazette. — "  Charming." 

Yvette    Guilbert:    Struggles   and   Victories. 

By  YVETTE  GUILBERT  and  HAROLD  SIMPSON.    Pro- 
fusely illustrated  with  Caricatures,  Portraits,  Facsimiles 
of  Letters,  etc.     Demy  Svo.     10s.  6rf.  net. 
Daily  Telegraph.— "  The  volume  is  a  real  delight  all  through." 

IMily  ehronicle. — "A  fascinating  book,  and  a  remarkable  one,  because 
for  Ohe  half  of  it  you  may  read  Vvette  Guilbert's  own  French,  and  the 
translation  of  Mr.  Simpson  on  the  opposite  page." 
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ROMANTIC  HISTORY 

The  Hero  of  Brittany  :  Armand  de  Chateau- 
briand. Correspondent  of  the  Princes  between  Prance 
and  England,  1768—1809.  By  E.  HERPIN.  Translated 
by  Mrs.  COLQCHOUN  GRANT,  With  8  Illustrations. 
Demy  8vo.     10s.  6d.  net. 

Armand  de  Chateaubriand  was  a  couiin  of  the  famous  French  author 
Ben6  de  Chateaubriand.  The  book  presents  a  very  faithful  and  patiietic 
picture  of  Brittany  during  and  after  the  great  Revolution.  Armand  was  a 
fine  sportsman,  and  served  with  Condi's  army;  but  he  spent  his  day.s 
crossing  the  Channel,  often  in  great  peril,  for  the  purpose  of  embarking  the 
eso'iping  emigrants,  and  bringing  back  such  men  as  were  assisting  the 
return  of  the  Bourbon  princes. 

The  Man  Who  Saved  Austria :  The  Life  and 

Times  of  Baron  Jellacic.  By  M.  HARTLEY,  Author  of 
"  A  iSereshau."  With  18  Illustrations  and  a  Map.  Demy 
8vo.     10s.  ad.  net, 

Soohnan. — "A  capital  account  of  the  life  and  times  of  Jellacic.  Ex- 
ceedingly readable." 

A  Mystic  on  the  Prussian  Throne  :  Frederick- 
William  II.  By  GH.BERT  STANHOPE.  With  12  Illus- 
trations.    Demy  8vo.     10s.  Gd.  net. 

Mortiing  Post. — "  We  congratulate  Mr.  Stauhoije  on  a  very  genuine  piece 
of  work." 

The  Life  and  Times  of  Arabella  Stuart.    By 

M.  LEFUSE.  With  12  Illustrations.  Demy  8vo.  10s.  6rf. 
net. 

Globe. — "An  extraordinarily  interesting  book." 

Pall  Mall  Gazette. — "A  vivid  picture  of  a  remarkable  and  unhax>py 
■woman  and  of  the  times  in  which  she  lived,  loved,  and  suifered." 

A  Queen's  Knight :  The  Life  of  Count  Axel 

de  Fersen.   By  MILDRED  CARNEG  Y,  Author  of  "Kings 

and  Queens  of  France."     With  12  Illustrations.     Demy 

8vo.     7s.  Qd.  net. 

Liverpool  Courier. — "Far  greater  than  that  of  the  ordinary  novel  is  the 
interest  in  the  story  of  his  Mfe  as  told  in  this  book." 
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Mills  &  Boob's  Catalogue 
Roman   Memoriee,   in   the   Landscape   seen 

from  Capri.  Narrated  by  THOMAS  SPENCER  JEROME. 
Illustrated  by  MORGAN  HE18KELL.  Demy  8vo.  7s.  6d. 
net. 

To  make  the  great  historical  snggestiveneea  which  the  country  around 
and  near  the  Bay  of  Naples  poesesses  for  the  cnltivated  observer  assume  a 
more  distinct  fomi  in  the  consciousness  of  visitors  to  these  shores,  is  the 
)iurpose  of  this  book.  It  b^ns  ^ith  the  old  myths  and  continue«  down 
throQgh  the  surprisingly  large  number  of  Roman  events  associated  with 
this  district  to  the  end  of  classical  times  (476  A.  D.),  Iveepiug  the  local  episodea 
in  their  due  relation  to  the  general  current  of  ancient  history  by  giving 
an  outline  thereof,  which  makes  it  of  value  as  a  general  sketch  of  iConian 
affiiirs. 

Margherita  of  Savoy.      By  signora  zampini 

SALAZAR.  With  a  Preface  by  RICHARD  BAGOT. 
Illustrated.     Demy  8vo.     10«.  6d.  net. 

In  the  present  volume  the  part  jilayed  by  Margherita  di  Siivoia  in 
encouraging  every  legitimate  and  practical  effort  to  enlarge  the  sphere; 
of  feminine  action  in  her  country,  and  to  employ  feminine  influence  as  an 
intellectual  and  civilising  influence  instead  of  confining  it  entirely  within 
the  walls  of  (lalaces  and  cottages,  is  described  by  Signora  2^mpini  Salazar 
Iwtb  accurately  and  faithfully. 

In  Cheyne  Walk  and  Thereabout.  By  Reginald 

BLUNT,  Author  of  "  Paradise  Row."  With  22  Illustra- 
tions.    Demy  8vo.     10«.  6d.  net. 

To  say  that  Cheyne  Walk  is  the  most  interesting,  historic,  and  delightful 
street  in  all  England  might  strike  a  stranger  to  Chelsea  as  rather  aa 
extravagant  claim,  yet  these  jiages  go  far  to  support  it. 

The   English   Court  in   Exile  :  James  II.  at 

St  Germain.  By  MARION  and  EDWIN  SHARPS 
grew.     With  16  Illustrations.     15«.  net. 

Spectator. — "  Should  certainly  be  read  by  all  students  of  the  revolution  ; 
an  exceedingly  interesting  and  readable  book." 

Atlicaceum.. — "  Not  a  single  uninteresting  i>age.  We  had  no  idea  so  good 
a  book  could  be  written  on  such  a  story.' 

Truth. — "  Excellent  .  .  .  picturesque  and  impartial." 

The   Court  of  William    III.     By  edwin  and 

MARION  SHARPE  GREW.  With  16  Illustrations. 
Demy  8vo.     \bx.  net. 

Mominff  Post. — "  Done  w^ith  fairness  and  thoroughness.  .  .  .  llie  book 
baa  many  conspicuous  merits." 
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Mills  &  Boon's  Catarogae* 
The  Romance  of  the   Oxford   Colleges.    B^ 

FRANCIS  GRIBBLE.     Popular  Edition,  with  12  UIds- 
trations.     2i.  &d,  net, 
Wettminster  Gazeite.—"  D«e»  not  contain^a.dujl  page," 

The   Romance  of  the   Cambridge  Cdlleges.. 

By  FEANCIS  GRIBBLE.    Witli  16  Illustrations.     Crown 

8vo.     6«.     Popular  Edition,  2*.  6d.  net. 
Times. —  "May  be  cordially  recoiumended." 

Truth. — "The  history  of  the  colleges  in  a  bright  and  readable  form  withi 
an  abundiiDce  of  anecdotes." 

Aberdeen  Free  Prett. —  "  Not  a  diUl  page." 

The    Romance   of  the   Men  of   Devon.     By 

FRANCIS  GRIBBLE,  Author  of  "The  Romance  of  the 
Oxford  Colleges."  etc.  With  a  Photogravure  Frontitspiece 
and  16  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.     6*.. 

The  Lady. — "  A  delightful  volume." 

Dundee  Advertiser. — "Written  with  a  charm  arid  ease  which  are  de- 
lightful." 

The  Story  of  the  British  Navy.     By  E.  KEBLK 

CHATTERTON.  With  a  Frontispiece  in  Colour  and  50 
Illustrations  from  Photographs.     Demy  8vo.    10«.  6d.  net.. 

ii'arat  and  HiUtary  Record. — "Contains  practically.everything  which  the 
average  individual  wishes  to  know." 

Royal    Love-Letters :    A    Batch   of    Human 

Documents.  Collected  and  Edited  by  E.  KEBLK, 
CHATTERTON.  With  12  Illustrations.  Demy  8vo., 
10s.  G<Z.  net. 

The  Petticoat  Commando :  or,  Boer  Women 

in  Secret  Service.  By  JOHANNA  BRANDT.  With 
13  Illustrations  and  a  Map.  Second  Edition.  Crown  8vo, 
6i-. 

Romances   of  the  War.    By  E.  s.  grew,    illus- 
trated,    'ds.  %d.  net. 

"  lioniances  of  the  War"  is  a  volume  dealing,  as  the  title  denotes,  with 
many  incidents,  some  tender,  some  pathetic,  some  romantic,  and  most  of 
all  with  the  human  side  of  War  as  it  is  in  France  at  the  present  time. 
The  great  charm  of  the  book  is  that  it  proves  how  true  is  the  well-known., 
saying,  "  What  a  small  world  we  live  in,"  and  also  perhaps  that  "  Truth  ia. 
stranger  than  fiction." 
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FOR    EVERYDAY  LIFE 

'Stammering.     By  edwin   l.    ash,   m.d,    (Lond.). 

2«.  tid.  net. 

Nerve  in  War  Time.    By  edwin  l.  ash,  m.d. 

(Lond.).     Crown  8vo.     Is.  net. 

Nerves  and  the   Nervous.     By  edwin  l.  ash, 

M.D.  (Lond.).  New  Edition.  Crown  Hvo.  Cloth,  3s.  Gd.  net. 

Dailp  Express.—"  One  of  the  most  refreshing  books  published  for  some 

tune.     Dr.  Ash  not  only  probes  into  exactly  wliat  one  feels  when  one  is 

nervous  or  worried,  but  the  treatment  is  so  free  from  fads  that  it  does  even 

an  unnervy  person  good." 

Mental  Self-Help.    By  edwin  l.  ash,  m.d.  (Lond.), 

Assistant  Physician  Italian  Hospital.  London  ;  PhTsician 
for  Nervous   Diseases   to   the    Kensington   and  Fulhani 
General  Hospital.     Author  of  "  Nerves  and  the  Nervous." 
Crown  8vo.     2*.  6d.  net. 
A^eiiaum.—"  A  lucid  little  book.     His  style  is  clear  and  convincing." 

Can't   Waiters  ;   or  How  You  Waste  Your  Energies. 

By  EDWIN  L.  ASH,  M.D.  (Lond.).    Crown  8vo.    U.  net. 

How  to   Treat   by   Suggestion.    Bv  edwin  l. 

ASH,  M.D.  (Lend.).     2s.  6d.  net. 

Life  Witfiout  Servants;  or,  the  Re-discovery 

of  Domestic  Happiness.     By  A  SUUVIV^OPt      1«.  net. 

A   Manual  for   Nurses.     By  SYDNEY  WELH.4M, 

M.R.C.S.  (late  Kesident  Medical  Officer,  Charing  Cross 

Hospital).     With   Diagrams.      Second    Edition.      Crown 

Svo.     3s.  Gd.  net.     Paper  cover.  Is.  net. 

Britiih  Medical  Jov.raal. — "A   useful  reference  work  for  nurses  both 

early  and  late  in  their  career." 

Nursery     Nurse's     Companion.      Bv    honnor 

MORTEN.    Crown  Svo.    Paper  Is.  net.    Cloth  \s.  Gd.  net. 

Household  Accounts.    By  rlpert  deakin,  m.a., 

and    P.     J.    HUMPHREYS,    B.Sc.        Fourth     Edition. 
Crown  Svo.     Gd.  net. 

Dog  Lover's    Companion.      By  an  Expert.     Crown 
Svo.     2«,  net. 

Poultry  Keeper's  Companion.     By  a.  T.  Johnson, 
Crown  8vo,     2«.  Gd.  net. 

18 


SPORTS  AND  PASTIMES 

England    V.   Australia.    By  P.  F.  WARNER.    Popular 

Edition.     Uemy  8vo.     7.?.  Gd.  net. 

Sporting  Life. — "  The  book  is  one  that  every  cricketer  should  possess." 

Twenty-four  Years  of  Cricket.    By  ARTHUR  A. 

LILLEY.     Popular  Edition.     Is.  net. 
All  About  Bowls.      By  G.  T.  BURROWS.     2s.  U.  net. 
Switzerland  in  Winter.     By  will  and  CARINE 

CADBY.      With     60     Photographs     by     the     Authors. 
Crown  8vo.     5s.  net. 

Covntry  Life. — "  A  little  book,  admirably  written,  and  packed  with 
useful  int'orniation.  Brings  back  a  thousand  memories  to  many  thousand 
peoide." 

The  Motorist's  Pocket  Tip  Book.  By  Geoffrey 

OSBORN.     With  13  Full-page  Illustrations.     Fcap.  8vo. 
Leather.     5s.  net. 

Scottish  FicJrf.— "Contains  in  the  clearest,  most  condensed,  and  most 
practical  form  just  the  information  one  wants;" 

The  Chauffeur's  Companion.  By  "A  four-inch 

DUIVER.'"     With  4  Platus  and  5  Diagrams.     Waterproof 
Cloth^    2s.  net. 

The  Lady  Motorist's  Companion.  By  "  A  four- 
inch  driver."  With  7  Plates  and  4  Diagrams.  2s.Gd. 
net. 

British  Mountain  Climbs.    By  GEORGE  D.  ABRA- 
HAM, Author  of  "The  Complete  Mountaineer."     With 
18  Illustrations  and  21  Outline  Drawings.     Pocket  size. 
Leather,  7s.  Qd.  net.     Cloth,  5s.  net. 
Sportsman. — "  Eminently  a  practical  manual." 

Swiss  Mountain  Climbs.    By  GEORGE  D.  Abra- 
ham.    With  24  Illustrations  and  22  Outline  Drawings 
of  the  principal  peaks  and  their  routes.     Pocket  size. 
Leather,  7s.  Gd.  net.     Cloth,  5.?.  net. 
Country  Lije. — "As  essential  as  good  cUuibing  boots." 
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MilU  &  Boon's  Catalogue 
The  Golfer's  Pocket  Tip  Book.    By  g.  d.  fox, 

Part-Author  of  "  The  Six  Handicap  Golfer's  Companion. 
Fully  Illustrated.      Pott  8vo.     Leather.     5#.  net. 
Hakrt  Yardon  says  : — "  It  is  a  very  handy  little  book." 

The  Six  Handicap  Golfer's  Companion.    By 

"TWO  OF  HIS  KIND."     With  Chapters  by  H.  S.  COLT 
and  HAROLD  H.  HILTON.     Illustrated  with  15  Photo- 
graphs of  Jack  White  (ex  open  champion).    2*.  6<f.  net. 
Popular  Edition.     Paper  cover,  Is.  net. 
Golf  Illustrated. — "  The  author's  aim  is  to  teach  inferior  players  how  to 
reduce  their  handicaps  to  at  least  six.     There  is  a  great  deal  of  sound  advice 
in  the  book,  and  ite  value  is  greatly  increased  by  two  excellent  chapters  by 
Mr.  H.  H.  Hilton  and  Mr.  H.  S.  Colt." 

First  Steps  to  Golf.    By  g.  s.  brown,     with  94 

Illustrations  by  G.  P.  ABRAHAM,  F.R.P.S.,  and  9  Dia- 
grams.    Crown  8vo.     2s.  6d.  net. 
Daily  Graphic. — "  A  most  lucid  guide  for  the  benefit  of  th«  beginner." 

Letters  of  a  Modern  Golfer  to  his  Grandfather. 

AiTanged  by  HENRY  LEACH.     Crown  8vo.     6«. 

Outlook: — "A  book  in  which  the  human  interest  is  as  marked  as  the 
practical  instruction." 

Club    Bridge.     By   ARCHIBALD    DUNN.     Crown   Svo 
Popular  Edition.     3».  net. 
Evening  Standard. — "This  is,  in  fact,  'the  book.'" 

Royal  Spade  Auction  Bridge.    By  ARCHIBALD 

DUNN,     Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     2s.  iid.  net. 

Birmingham  Post.— "  An  exhaustive  discussion  of  the  many  debatable 
points  in  connection  with  the  sj-stenis  of  play  at  present  in  force.  Mr. 
JDnnn's  reasoning  is  logical  and  his  su^estioDs  valuable." 


Auction  Bridge.      By   ARCHIBALD   DUNN.      Crown 
Svo.     iis.  net. 

The  Rifleman's  Companion.    By  L.  R.  tippins. 

With  6  Illustrations.     2s.  6d.  net. 
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TrAlVel  and  Adventure 

The  Philippines  Past  and  Present.     By  dean 

C.    WOKCESTEU.      With   128   Full-page    Illustrations. 

2  Vols.     Demy  8vo.     30«.  net. 

horning  Pott. — "  Mr.  Worcester's  knowledge  of  the  Philippines  is  un- 
surpassed." 

The   New  Russia :   From  the  White  Sea  to 

the  Siberian  Steppe.     By  ALAN  LETHBRIDGE.    With 
95  Illustrations  and  3  Maps.     Demy  Svo.     16*.  net. 

Timet. — "  Page  after  page  discloses  a  homely  and  intimate  acquaintance 
with  the  habits  and  thoughts  of  Russians  of  every  stock." 

Pall  Mall  Gazette. — "  Piqxiant  impressions  of  the  Russian  disposition — 
the  whole  narrative  is  engaging  to  those  who  have  a  compartment  of  their 
minds  devoted  to  the  present  and  future  of  Russia." 

Ecening  Standard. — "  Mr.  Lethbridge's  cheery  and  glowing  pages  should 
have  a  great  effect  when  the  war  is  over  in  stimulating  both  the  tourists 
and  the  meichandise  of  this  country  to  enter  Russia.  Altogetner  an 
attractive  book." 


Voyaging    in    Wild    Seas :    or,    A    Woman 

among  the  Head  Hunters.      A  narrative  of  the  voyage 

of  the  Snark  in  the  years  1907-1909.     By  CHARMIAN 

KITTREDGE  LONDON  (Mrs.  Jack  London).     Demy 

Svo.     15<.  net.     Illustrated. 

Daily  Graphic. — "  Jack  London  has  narrated  the  story  of  '  The  Cruise 
of  the  Snark.'  But  his  wife  believes  she  can  supplement  that  history  with 
details  likely  to  interest  her  husband's  public.  Hence  the  '  Voyaging  in 
Wild  Seas.'  Whatever  the  incidents  to  be  recorded,  and  they  are  countless 
in  number  and  of  thrilling  variety,  she  describes  them  in  a  straightforward 
manner.  Consequently  there  is  not  a  dull  Jiage  in  the  book.  It  is  alive 
with  human  interest  and  high  spirits  all  through.  As  may  be  inferred, 
this  is  in  large  jjart  a  biogmphy  of  the  novelist  for  the  period  it  covers. 
But  it  is  more  ;  it  presents  an  absorbing  picture  of  the  natives  with  whom 
the  travellers  came  in  contact." 


The  Cruise  of  the  Snark.     By  jack  London. 

Fcap.  8vo,     13.  net. 

Scotsman. — "  Makes  a  fresh  and  strong  appeal  to  all  those  who  love  high 
adventure  and  good  literature." 

Jkiili/  Graphic.—"  We  have  to  thank  Mills  it  Boon  for  publishing  thia 
remarkable  world's  cruise." 
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Mills  &  Boon's  Gitalogue 

Two  Years  with  the  Natives  in  the  Western 
Pacific.  By  DR.  FELIX  SPEISER.  With  40  Illustra- 
tions.     Demy  8vo.     10«.  &d.  net. 

Jlluttrated  Sporting  and  Dramatic  Hews. — "A  really  valuable  book  of 
travel." 

Daili/  Chronicle. — "Snpplies  valnable  material  for  a  knowledge  of  races 
low  down  in  the  scale  of  culture  in  bis  detailed  account  of  their  social  life, 
belief,  and  cnstoms." 

Experiences  of  a  Woman  Doctor  in  Serbia. 

Cr.  8vo.  OS.  net.     By   DR.   CAROLINE   MATTHEWS. 

The  Wonderful  Weald  and  the  Quest  of  the 

Crock  of  Gold.      By  ARTHUR  BECKETT,  Author 
of  "  The  Spirit  of  tbe  Downs."     With  20  llhistrations  in 
Colour    and    43    Initials    by     ERNEST    MARILLIER. 
Popular  Edition.     Large  Cr.  8vo,  6«. 
Daily  Telegraph. — "A  charmingly  diBcursive,  gossipy  volume." 

Sunday  Timet. — "  He  adopts  the  quest  in  the  Stevensonian  manner,  and 
creates  the  right  atmosphere  for  the  vivid  ])resentment  of  the  history  and 
romance  of  the  Weald.  He  knows  the  Weald  so  well,  and  can  chat  about 
it  with  such  unobtrusive  communicativeness,  such  a  charm  of  literary 
allusion,  and  such  whimsical  humour,  that  we  journey  with  him  delightedly, 
and  come  to  its  end  with  regret." 

Tramps   through   Tyrol.      By  F.  w.  STODDARD 

("  Dolomite ").        Witli    20    Illustrations.       Demy    8vo. 
Second  Edition.     7«.  &d.  net. 

Standard. — "  The  outcome  not  of  a  mere  holiday  scamper,  but  of  long 
residence.  In  his  good  company  we  explore  the  Dolomites,  the  Brenner 
Pass,  cross  tbe  Fanes  Alp,  and  make  acquaintance  with  such  delectabls 
places  as  San  Martino,  Molveno,  and  Cortino— to  say  nothing  of  Innsbruck 
and  Meran.  He  tells  us  a  good  deal  about  8hrx)ting  and  fishing  and  the 
delights  of  the  swift  ski.  Altogether  '  Tramps  through  Tyrol '  is  an  alluring 
book.  '  Try,'  we  say,  therefore,  '  Tyrol,'  aiKl  take  Mr.  Stoddard's  delightful 
'  Tramps' with  you." 

From  Halifax  to  Vancouver.    By  B.  pullen- 

BDRRY.    With  40  Illustrations.    DemySvo.    12«.6<f.  net. 
Daily  Chronicle, — "Well  written,  well  arranged,  full  and  complete." 
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BOOKS  FOR  CHILDREN 

The  Dolls*  Day.  By  CARINE  CADBY.  With  29' 
Illustrations  by  WILL  CADBY,  Crown  8vo.  Is.  64.  net. 
Daily  Graphic. — "  Wonderland  through  the  Camera.  Mrs.  Carine  Cadby 
has  had  the  charming  idea  of  tellin<r  in  'The  Dolls'  Bay  exactly  what  a 
little  girl  who  was  very  fond  of  dolls  dreamed  that  her  dolls  did  when  they 
had  a  day  off.  Belinda  the  golden -haired,  and  Charles  the  chubby,  and 
their  baby  doll  disiippeaaed  from  their  cradles  while  their  protectress 
Stella  was  dozing.  They  roamed  through  woods  and  pastures  new  ;  they 
nearly  came  to  disaster  with  a  strange  cat ;  they  found  a  friendly  Brother 
Rabbit  and  a  squirrel  which  showed  them  the  way  home.  In  shoit,  they 
wandered  through  a  child  s  homely  fairylan<i  and  came  back  safely  to  b^ 
put  to  bed  at  night.  It  is  a  pretty  phantasy,  but  it  is  given  an  unexpected 
air  of  reality  by  the  very  clever  photographs  with  which  Mr.  Will  Cadby 
points  the  moral  and  adorns  the  tale.  In  them  the  dolls  are  so  cleverly 
posed  that  they  look  quite  as  lively  and  quite  as  much  alive  as  little  Stella' 
thought  them.  The  cunibination  makes  one  of  the  roost  unusual  and  pretty 
gift -books  of  the  s&ison." 

The  Children's  Story  of  Westminster  Abbey. 

By  G.  E.  TROUTBECK.  With  4  Photogravure  Plates 
and  21  Illustrations  from  Photographs.  Third  Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     5s.  net.     Popular  Edition,  Is.  net. 

Stories    from    Italian    History    Re-told     for 

Children.     By  G.   E.   TROUTBECK    With  22  Illustra- 
tions from  Photographs.     Crown  8vo.     5s.  net. 
Tatler. — "  These  stories  are  so  vivid  and  so  interesting  that  they  should 
be  in  every  schoolroom." 

Kings  and  Queens  of  France.    A  Child's  History 

of  France.  Bv  MILDRED  CARNEGY.  With  a  Preface 
by  the  BISHOP  OF  HEREFORD.  With  a  Map  and  i 
Full-page  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.     3s.  6d. 

Science  and  Magic.     By  F.  H.  shoossiith,  b.Sc. 

With  5-1  Illustiations.     Crown  Svo.     2.f.  6d.     Also  School 

Edition.  Is. 
A  unique  science  book  for  boys  on  uncommonly  interesting  lines,  con-* 
taining  a  clearly  written  account  of  some  of  the  many  ways  in  which  a 
knowledge  of  scientific  principles  has  been  utilised  by  magicians  of  all 
ages  to  deceive  and  astonish  others.  Magnetism  and  Electricity,  Chemistry, 
Sound,  Light,  Pneumatics,  and  Surface  Tension  are  laid  under  contribution, 
and  the  author,  after  carefully  describing  the  tricks  and  the  means  by 
which  they  are  performed,  .utilises  them  as  so  many  illustrations  of 
scientific  laws  and  principles.  The  language  employed  throughout  is  as 
simple  and  untechnical  as  jx-ssible,  and  the  interested  resider — and  what 
boy  is  not  interested  in  conjuring? — is  put  in  possession  of  the  secrets  of 
a  number  of  capital  tricks  and  astonishing  feats,  while  absorbing  a  very- 
considerable  amount  of  scientific  knowledge. 
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Mills  &:  Boon  s  Catalogue 

Queery  Leary  Nonsense.  Being  a  Lear  Nonsense 
Book,  with  a  long  Introduction  and  Notes  bv  the  EARL 
OF  CROMER,  and  edited  by  LADY  STRACHIE.  With 
about  50  Illustrations  in  colour  and  line.   4to.   3s.  6d.  net. 

The  Lear  Coloured  Bird  Book  for  Children. 

By  EDWARD  LEAR,     With  a  Foreword  by  J.  ST.  LOE 
STRACHEY.     2«.  6d.  net. 

Prancis  Chantrey :  Donkey  Boy  and  Sculptor. 

By  HAROLD  ARMITAGE,  Author  of  "  Chantrey  Land," 

"  Sorrelsykes,"  etc.   Illustrated  by  CHARLES  ASHMORE. 

2s.  &d.     Also  School  Edition,  \s. 

A  wholly  delightful  book,  (riving  a  sketch  of  the  life  and  work  of  Sir 

Francis  Ctmntrey,  the  milk  Ixjy  who  modelled  the  statue  of  the  Duke  of 

"Wellington  opposite  the  Royal  Exchange,  and  the  Sleeping  Children  in 

Lichfield  Cathedral.     He  gives   many   romantic   details  about  Chantrey's 

toyhood,   and   tales   about   him    and    his    donkey   that   are    particularly 

attractive  to  children.      Scott,  Wordsworth,  and  most  of  the  famous  men 

■of  his   time,    were   modelled   by   Chantrey,   and   monuments  by   him  are 

to  be  seen  in  London,  Livei-pool,  Dublin,  Edinbui^h,  Glasgow,  etc.     The 

-clever  pen-and-ink  illustrations  by  Mr.  Charles  Aahmore  are  exactly  in 

tune  with  their  subjects. 

The  Duke  of  Wellington.  By  harold  armitage. 

Illustrated.  Crown  8vo.  2ti.Qd.  Also  School  Edition,  1«. 
A  book  for  boys  of  from  12  to  14.  Mr.  Annitase  writes  with  spirit, 
and  he  is  a  master  of  vigorous  phrase-making.  The  book  will  be  of  special 
interest  in  view  of  the  Centenary  of  the  Battle  of  Waterloo.  The  author's 
description  of  Wellington's  amazing  industry,  of  his  unswerving  loyalty,  of 
bis  unbending  devotion  to  duty  cannot  fail  to  impress  all  those  who  read 
this  biography  of  Britain's  hero. 

A  Little  GirFs  Cookery  Book.    By  c.  F.  benton 

and  MARY  F.  HODUE.     Crown  8vo.    2s.  6d.  net.    Paper, 

1*.  net. 
Daily  Telegraph. — "A  capital  idea.  Hitherto  the  manufacture  of  toffy 
las  represented  the  limit  of  nursery  art  in  the  direction  indicated,  but  this 
.volume  contains  excellent  recipes  for  dishes  which  children  will  find  quite 
leasy  to  make,  and  their  ciders  to  eat  without  misgivings.  Every  father, 
mother,  uncle,  and  aunt  should  make  a  point  o^  presenting  their  child 
friends  with  a  copy  of  this  useful  and  practical  book." 

A  Little   GirFs  Gardening  Book.    By  selina 

RANDOLPH.     Crown  8vo.     Cloth,  2s.  <6d.  net.     Paper, 

1*.  net. 
Aberdeen  Free  Preu. — "A  first-rate  book." 

Manchester  Courier. — "  All  children  love  gardens.    This  book  will  mak* 
%bem  genuine  gardeners." 
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ON  MAHERS  THEATRICAL 

A  Century  of  Great  Actors  (1750-1850).    B^ 

CECIL  FEIIARD  ARMSTRONG,  Author  of  "Thet 
Dramatic  Author's  Companion,"  etc.  With  16  Illustra- 
tions.    Demy  8vo.     IO5.  6d.  net. 

Standard, — "  An   interesting  series  of  pithy   biographies— eoDcise  aBd> 
entertaining." 

World. — "  An  interesting  and  useful  book." 

Book-man. — "  Very  alert,  very  scholarly,  and  entirely  readable.' 

A  Century  of  Famous  Actresses  (1750-1850).. 

By  HAROLD  SIMPSON,  Author  of  "Yvette  Guilbert," 
"A  Century  of  Ballads,"  etc.,  and  Mbs.  CHARLES 
BRAUN.  With  18  Illustrations.  Demy  8vo.  10».  6d^ 
net. 
Illustrated  London  Newt. — "  We  hare  seen  no  book  of  bygone  actoiS' 
giving  a  better  idea  of  their  acting." 

A    Century    of   Ballads   (1810-1910),   Their 
Composers  and  Singers.    By  Harold  simp- 
son.     With  49  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo.     10«.  6d.  net^ 
Popular  Edition.     Large  Crown  8vo.     6s. 
Daily  Expreis. — "  Deals  brightly  with  a  most  fascinating  subgect." 

The  Garden  of  Song.    Edited  by  harold  simpson.. 

Fcap.  8vo.    2s.  6d.  net. 
Scotsvian. — "An  excellent  anthology  of  lyrics  that  have  been  set  to- 
music.     They  are,  for  the  most  jmrt,   songs  that  have   enjoyed  a  wide- 
popularity,  and   this  collection   of  lyrical  gems  forms  a   very  desirablA- 
little  volume." 

Shakespeare  to  !§haw.    By  CECIL  ferard  arm- 
strong,   Author    of    "The    Dramatic   Author's    Com- 
panion."   Crown  8vo.     6«. 
Athenteum. — "  The  dramatists — Shakespeare,  Congrere,  Sheridan,  Robart- 
son,  Sir  A.  W.  Pinero,  and  Mr.  Shaw — have  been   selected  as  landmaTk»^ 
of   English  drama.     The  method  adopted  by  the  author  is  the  seimrate- 
e:iainination  of  every  play  of  his  subjects  with  criticism  of  the  qfiaIiUes> 
of  each." 

26 


Mills  &  Boon's  Catalogue 

An    Actor's    Hamlet.      With  full    notes    by    LOUIS 
CALVE  KT.     Crown  8vo. '   2.y.  f,d.  net. 
Daily  Chronicle. — "  Full  of  ilhuniuatiDg  insight." 

The  Dramatic  Author's  Companion.    Bv  CECIL 

F.  ARMSTRONG.     With  an  Introduction  by  ARTHUR 
.  BOURCUIER,    M.A.      Second     Edition.      Crown    8vo. 

2s.  6d.  net. 
Times. — "  This  is  a  very  nseful  book,  and  there  seems  little  omitted  which 
will  be  of  practical  service  to  an  aspiring  playwright.     All  about  different 
kinds  of  plays  and  their  production,  contracts,   placing  MSS.  (with  an 
excellent  covering  letter),  facsimile  MS.,  copyi-ights,  etc." 

Fall  Mall  Gazette. — "  'J  he  best  book  of  its  kind  we  have  seen.  Its  author 
haa  not  only  a  wide  knowledge  of  plays,  but  a  sound  judcment  both  from 
the  artistic  and  popular  standpoint,     liis  advice  is  always  practical." 

t 

The  Amateur  Actor's  Companion.     By  VIOLET 

M.    METHLEY,      With    8    Illustrations.      Crown    8vo. 
2s.  Gd.  net. 
The  aim  of  this  book  is'  to  be  a  more  complete  and  more  up-to-date 
itandbook  upon  Amateur  'llieatricals  than  has  yet  appeared. 

The   Actor's   Companion.     By  CECIL  F.  ARM- 

STRONG.     With  an  Introduction  by  ARTHUR  BOUR- 

CHIER,  M.A.  Crown  8vo.  2s.  6d.  net. 
Whilst  having  no  pretensions  to  teaching  the  difficult  art  of  acting,  this 
book  will  be  found  to  contain  many  practical  and  useful  hints  to  the 
young  actor.  The  author,  associated  as  he  has  been  for  m.iny  yeara  with 
one  of  the  larger  West  End  theatres,  has  had  exceptionally  good 
opportunities  of  studying  the  inner  workings  of  a  theatre,  the  tecliiiical 
requirements  of  the  actor,  and  the  many  considerations  besides  that  of 
mere  talent  necessary  to  ensure  success  on  the  stage.  Two  sixjcial  chapters, 
one  dealing  with  Scientific  Voice  Production  and  the  other  with  the  Art 
of  Gesture,  are  contributed  by  well-known  experts. 

Peter   Pan :   The   Fairy    Story  of   the    Play. 

By  G.  D.  DRENNAN.  With  a  Photogravure  of  Miss 
Pauline  Chase  as  Peter  Pan.  Fcap.  8vo.  Leather, 
2s.  Qd.  net.  Popular  Edition,  Crown  8vo.  Paper,  Gd. 
School  Reader  Edition,  with  an  Introduction  by  A.  R. 
PICKLES,  M.A.     Cloth,  6d. 

Votes    for    Women.      A   Play    in    Three    Acts.      By 
ELIZABETH  ROBINS.     Crown  8 vo.     1». 
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VOLUMES  OF  VERSE 

Rhymes  for  Riper  Years.     By  harry  graham 

Fcap.  8vo.     3s.  6^,  net.     Illustrated  by  N.  B. 

Deportmental     Ditties.     By    harry    graham. 

Profusely  Illustrated  by  LEWIS  BAUMER.     Fcap.  8vo. 
^     Third  Edition.     3«.  &d.  net. 

Daily  Oraphic, — "  Harry  Graham  certainly  has  the  knack." 
Daily  Chronicle. — "  All  clever,  generaUy  flippant,  invariably  amusing." 

Canned    Classics,    and    Other    Verses.       By 

harry  graham,  Author  of  "  Deportmental  Ditties," 
"The  Bolster  Book,"  etc.,  etc.  Profusely  Illustrated  by 
LEWIS  BAUMER.  Crown  4to.  3*.  6d.  net.  Also 
Fcap.  8vo.     3.?.  6d.  net. 

Times.—  "  As  fresh  as  ever." 

Evening  Standard. — "One  long  delight." 

Founded  on  Fiction.     By  lady   sybil  grant. 

With  r>0  Illustrations  and  a  Cover  Design  by  GEORGE 

MORROW.     Crown  4to.     3s.  M.  net. 
T.  P.'s  WieMy.—"  A  book  of  chuckles." 

Daily  Chronicle. — "  The  vivacious  offspring  of  a  witty  mind." 
Times. — "  Mr.  Morrow's  pictures  fit  the  verses  like  a  glove." 

Poetry  for  Boys.  Selected  by  S.  MAXWELL,  M.A., 
LL.B.,  F.R.A.S.  Crown  8vo.  Second  Edition.  Is.  Qd. 
Schoolmaster. — "  The  sixty-three  poems  in  this  volume  have  been  very 
carefully  selected.  Each  is  of  high  literary  merit,  and  of  such  a  kind  as 
will  especially  appeal  to  boys  and  make  them  wish  to  know  more  of  our 
heritage  of  English  poetry." 

Through  the  Loopholes  of  Retreat.  By  HAN- 
SARD WATT.  With  a  Portrait  of  Cowpee  in  Photo- 
gravure.    Fcap.  8vo.     3s.  Qd.  net. 

Daily  Chronicle. — "  Mr.  Hansard  Watt  has  hit  upon  the  happy  plan  of 
pl&cin<:  poet  and  letter-writer  side  by  side,  so  that  the  two  voices  may 
blend  in  unison.  The  volume  has  a  select  passage  of  prose  and  verse  for 
every  day  in  the  year,  and  the  whole  is  a  pleasant  and  surpriseful  store- 
house of  good  things.  Mr.  Watt  prints  for  the  first  time  a  letter  from 
Cowper  to  his  friend  Joseph  Hill:  it  is  full  of  interest,  and  lends  an 
•dditional  charm  to  the  volume." 
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FOR  THE  CONTEMPUTIVE  MIND 

Involution.    By  LORD  ERNEST  Hamilton.    DemySvo. 

7s.  ed.  net. 

Dailp  Graphic. — "Extremely  interesting,  an  honest  and  lofty  endeaToor 
to  seek  the  truth." 

St.  Clare  and  Her  Order :  A  Story  of  Seven. 

Centuries.     By  the  Author  of  "The   Enclosed  Nun." 
With  20  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo.     7s.  6<f.  net. 
Catholic  Times. — "Fills  a  gap  in  our  religious  literature." 

The  Town  of  Morality  :  or,  the  Narrative  of  One 
who  Lived  Here   for  a   Time.    By  C.  H.  R.    Second 

Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6». 

Daily  Grap)dc. — "In  short,  C.  H.  R.  has  written  a  new  'Pilgrrim'sProsrenB,'' 
a  passionate,  a  ]irofouDd,  and  stirring  satire  on  the  self-satisfied  morality  of 
Church  and  of  Chapel." 

The  Book  of  This  and  That.     By  ROBERT  LYND. 

Crown  8vo.     is,  %d.  net. 
A  collection  of  brilliant  Essays  by  a  talented  Irishman. 

Pall  Mall  Gazette. — "  This  delightful  book.  Mr.  Lynd  writes  so  wittily 
and  pleasantly." 

ilanchestcr  Guardian. — "His  cleverness  is  amazing;  fresh,  amusing^ 
suggestive." 

The  Enclosed  Nun.     reap.  Svo.     New  Edition.     Cloth^ 

2s.  &d.  net.     Paper,  l.<.  net. 

Pail  Mall  Gazette. — "A  remarkably  beautiful  piece  of-  derotional 
writing." 

Unposted  Letters.    Crown  8vo.    6«. 

Daily  Express. — "  Full  of  tender  memories.  There  is  something  aboafe 
them  peculiarly  touching  and  very  humiin.' 

Moririnii  Post. — "They  have  a  style  of  their  own  which  must  attract 
every  reader  of  taste." 

A     Little    Book    for    those     who     Mourn. 

Compiled  by  MILDRED  CARNEGY.  A  little  volume 
for  those  in  sorrow,  chosen  with  care  and  sympathy. 
Pott  8vo.     Cloth,  Is.  6d.  net.     Lambskin,  2s.  Gd.  net. 

An   Englishman's   Farewell   to   his   Church, 

Is.  net. 


FOR   POLITICIANS   AND 
OTHER  READERS 

Jofire  and  His  Army.    By  Charles  dawbarn. 

Crown  8vo.     2s'.  6d.  net. 

France  at  Bay.  By  Charles  dawbarn.  5s.  net. 

Popular  Edition,  '2s.  %d.  net. 

Makers  of  New  France.  By  CHARLES  DAWBARN. 
With  16  Illustrations.  Demy  8vo.  10s.  ^d.  net.  Popular 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     2s.  &d.  net. 

Pall  Mall  Gazette. — "  Well  worth  setting  alongside  the  best  literature 
that  we  have  on  France  from  Bodley  or  the  Philosophers,  for  the  book  is 
imbued  with  a  profound  and  instructive  sympathy  expressed  in  admirable 
form." 

Morning  Post. — "A  triumphant  book  which  ought  to  be  read  by  every- 
body who  wishes  to  understand  the  new  orientation  of  French  mentality." 

Liverpool  Post.  —  "Mr.  Dawbarn  is  a  literary  ambassador  of  the 
Entente." 

Romany    Life.     By  frank  cuttriss.     With  an 

Illustration  in  4  Colours  and  46  in  Monotone.    7s.  Gd.  net. 

A  charming  book  on  Gipsy  life,  beautifully  ilUistrated  and 
quite  the  best  thing  of  its  kind  that  has  been  published.  It 
is  written  by  an  expert  whose  knowledge  of  Gypsies  is  beyond 
question,  and  whose  photographs  are  the  real  thing. 

Home  Life  in  Ireland.    By  Robert  lynd.    With 

18  Illustrations.     Third  and  Popular  Edition,  with  a  New 
Preface.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

Spectator.— "  An  entertaining  and  informing  book,  the  work  of  a  close 
and  interested  observer." 

Sidelights  on  Austrian  Society.    By  X.    Crown 

8vo.  OS.  net. 

Music  as  she  is  Wrote.    By  SIR  F.  cowen.    is.  6d. 

cloth.     Is.  paper. 

Captive    of    the    Kaiser    in     Belgium.      By 

GEORGES   LA  BARRE.     With   7  Illustrations   by  the 
Author.    Paper  Cover.     Is.  net. 
Military  Mail. — "  One  of  the  best  and  most  reliable  {lersoual  narratives 
«f  the  stat'e  of  Belgium  at  the  time  of  the  German  invasion." 

29 


Mills  &  Boon's  Catalogue 
Physical  Training  for  Boy  Scouts.    By  lieut. 

A.  G.  A.  STREET,  R.N.,  Superintendent  of  Physical 
Training  to  the  School  Board  of  Glasgow,  with  a 
Foreword  by  SIR  R.  S.  S.  BADEN-POWELL,  K.C.B. 
With  29  Diagrams.     Paper  Cover.     Id.  net. 

Morning  Post. — "An  excellent  little  Manual,  it  should  be  invaluable 
to  Scout  Masters." 

The  Italians  of  To-day.     By  RICHARD  bagot, 

Authorof  "My  Italian  Year."  Crown  Svo.  Third  Edition. 
2s.  6rf.  net.     Popular  and  Revised  Edition,  Is.  net. 

Scotsman. — "Shows  the  same  intimate  knowledge  of  Italian  life  and 
character  as  '  My  Italian  Year.'  " 

The  German  Spy  System  in   France.    Trans- 

lated  from  the  French  of  I'AUL  LANOIR.     Crown  8vo. 
5s.  net.     Paper  Cover,  &d.  net. 
T.P.'s  Weekly. — "A  book  that  should  awaken  the  public  and  the  authori- 
ties to  a  condition  of  things  that  can  only  cease  to  be  alarming  if  prompt 
action  is  taken." 

The      Pocket      Gladstone  :     Selections     from     the 
Writings  and  Speeches  of  William  Ewart  Gladstone. 

Compiled  by  J.  AUBREY  REES,  with  an  Introinciion 
by  the  Rt.  Hon.  Sir  ALGERNON  WEST,  I'.C,  G.C.B. 
Fcap.  8vo.     Cloth,  2s.  net.     Paper,  Is.  net. 

The    Pocket    Disraeli.    By  J.  B.  lindon,  m.a, 

Fcap.   8vo.     Cloth,  2s.  net.     Paper,  1*.  net. 

The  Pocket  Asquith.      By   E.    E.    MORTON.      Fcap. 
8vo.     Cloth,  2.?.  net.     Paper,  Is.  net. 
Sptctator. — "  Should  be  useful  to  the  student  of  contemporary  politics." 

The   Bolster   Book.      A  Book  for  the  Bedside.      By 

HARRY  GRAHAM,  Author  of  "  Deportnienl:il  Ditties." 

Frontispiece    by   LEWIS    BAUMER.      Fourth   Edition. 

Fcap.  8vo.     Zs.  Q>d.  net.     Popular  Editio'.i.  1*.  net. 

Daily  Chronicle. — "Humorists  are  our  benefactors,  ami  Capt.-iin  Graham 

being  not  only  a  humorist,  but  an  inventor  of  hnmimr,  is  ilciirer  to  me 

than  that  'sweet Tuxedo  Girl'  of  a  famous  sonp,  who,  '  thdusli  foiui  of  fun," 

is  'never  rude.'     1  boldlj'  assume  that  Bittin,  like  'the  Poet  I'-ud^e'  and 

Hofea  Higlow,   is  a  ventriloquist's  doll— a  doll  more  amutiiif.'  than  any 

figure  likely  to  appejir  in  the  dreams  of  such  dull  jiersons  as  co\ild  be  put  to 

sleep  by  articulate  laughter." 

Daily  Graphic. — "Most  refreshingly  and  delightfully  funny." 
SO 


EDUCATIONAL  BOOKS 

Full  porticnlan  or'  these  may  he  obtained  from  MILLS  <£"  BOON,  LTD.t 
49,  Rupert,  St.,  London,  W.  Heads  of  Schools  are  invited  to  write  for 
tpecimen  copies  of  books  likely  to  prove  suitable  for  Introduction  as  class  books. 

ENGLISH   TEXTS 

As  You  Like  It.     Edited  by  C.  K.  Gilbert,  M.A.     With  Notes.     Is. 
Henry  V.     Edited  by  C.  R.  Gilbert,  M.A.     Is.     Plain  text,  Cd.  net. 
The  Tempest.     Edited  by  Fi;ink  Jones,  B.A.     Is.    Plain  text,  tti.  net. 
The  Merchant  of  Venice.     Edited  by  G.  H.  Ball  and  H.  G.  Smith.    1a 

Pliiiii  text,  lid.  net. 
JMaxwell's  Poetry  for  Boys.     Is.  i'd. 
Smith  &  Bali's  English  Composition.     U.    English  Grammar* 

1«.  6d.       1  Vol.  2*. 

FRENCH 

Baron's  Exercises  in  French  Free  Composition.     1».  6d. 

Barrere's  Elementary  French  Course.     Is. . 

Barrere's  intermediate  French  Course.     -«. 

Barrere's  Precis  of  Comparative  French  Grammar.     Sg.  Gd. 

Barrere's  Recits  Militaires.    Ss. 

Barrere's  Short  Passages  for  French  Composition.    2s.  6d. 

Bossut's  French  Word  Book.     Is. 

Bossut's  French  Phrase  Book.     i'd.  net. 

Shrive' s  First  French  Unseen  Book.     6d.  net. 

Shrive' s  Second  French  Unseen  Book.     Is.  net, 

Walters'  Reform  First  French  Book.     Illustrated.     1«. 

DIRECT   METHOD   FRENCH   TEXTS 

Edited,  by  R.  R.  N.  BARON,  M.A.,  Cheltenham  Grammar  SchooL 
Tristapatte  et  Qoret.     Is. 
Claretie's  Pierrille.     Is.  t'd. 
Daudet's  La  Belle  Nivernalse.    Is.  6d. 
Merimee's  Tamango  and  Jose  Maria  le  Brigand.     Is. 
Hugo's  Bug  J argal.     -s. 

MODERN  FRENCH  AUTHORS 

With  Introductions,  Notes,  Exercises  for  Retranslation,  Vocabularies,  etc. 
Balzac — Ursule  Mirouet.     Without  vocabulary,  2s. 
Daudet.  — La  Belle  Nivernaise.    With  vocabulary.  Is.  M. 
Qreville.  — Le  Moulin  Frappier.    With  vocabulary,  2s.    Without,  1*.  6& 
de  Nerval.  — La  Main  Enchantee.     With  vocabulary,  Is. 
Toudouze.— Madame  Lambelle.     Without  vocabulary,  2*. 

GEOGRAPHY 

Wetherill's  New  Preliminary  Geography.     1».  &d. 
Bird's  School  Geography,     -ix.  ikl. 

GERMAN 

Walters'  Reform  First  German  Book.     Illustrated.    S».  net. 
Lange's  Advanced  German  Reader.    ;-s. 

DIRECT   METHOD   GERMAN   TEXTS 

Meister  Martin.     Edited  by  1>.  Hirsch,  Ph.D.     Is.  Cd. 
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:EDUCAT10NAL  books— continued. 

MODERN    GERMAN    AUTHORS 
With  Introductions,  Notes,  Vocabularies,  Exercises  for  Retranslation,  etc. 

Anerbacb.— Selections   from   Schwarzwalder    Oorfgeschlchten. 

With  vocabulHiy,  i?.     Without  vocabnlary,  li.  6d. 
-Bechsteln— Ausgfewahlte  Marchen.    With  vocab.,  1«.  6<Z.  Witliout,  1*. 
Benedix. — Doktor  Wespe.     With  vocabulary,  2s.     Without,  U.  6d. 
Ebers. — Eine  Frage.     Without  vocabulary,  2s. 
Freytag. — Die  Journalisten.     Without  vocabulary,  2». 
Freytag. — Soil   und  Haben.     Without  vocabulary,  2«. 
Heyse. — Hans  Lange.     Without  vocabulary,  Is.  id. 
tioffmana.— Meister  Martin.      Without  vocabulary,  Is.  6d. 
Hoffmann. — Schiller's  Jugendjahre.     Without  vocabulary.  Is.  6d. 
Moser. — Der  Bibliothekar.     With  vocabulary,  2s.     Without,  1«.  6d. 
-ScJieif«l's  Selections  from  Ekkebard.     Without  vocabulary,  2s. 

LATIN 

AalPs  Latin  Extracts  for  Sight  Translation.     Is. 
WiHiaiiison' 8  First  Latin  Unseen  Book.     Cd.  net.  ' 

MATHEMATICS 

.Boob's  Preparatory  Arithmetic.    With  answers,  Is.  6d.    Without,  1». 

Answers  tmly,  M.  net. 
^BtMo's  Arithmetic  for  Schools  and  Colleges.     With  answers,  4ii. 

Without  answers,  &s.  6d.     Answers  only,  I'd.  net. 
Deokln's  New  School  Geometry.     2s.  6d.    Part  I,  Is.;  Part  It,  Is,  Cd. 
Deakin's  Rural  Arithmetic.     With  answers.  Is.  €d.     Without,  \s. 
Deakin's  Household  Accounts.     With  or  without  answers.    6d.net. 
Harrison's  Practical  Mathematics.    With ans.,  1«. t'rf.  Without,  la. 3d. 
Harrison's  Practical  Mathematics  for  Elementary  Schools.  *3d.  net. 
-Stainer's  Graphs  in  Arithmetic,  Algebra,  and  Trigonometry.  2s.ed. 
Walker's  Examples  and  Test  Papers  in  Algebra.     With  or  without 
answers,  2*.  Cd.    In  2  parts,  eiich  with  ;iusnei-s,  Is.  6d.    Without,  1«.  3d. 

READERS 

Peter  Pan :  The  Fairy  Story  of  the  Play.     Illustrated.    6d. 
Francis  Chantrey :   Milkboy  and  Sculptor.     Illustrated.     1«. 
Annitage's  The  Duke  of  Wellington.     Illustrated.     Is. 
Cadbys'  The  Dolls'   Day.     Illustrated. 
■Sliooamitb's  Science  and  Magic.     With  54  Illustrations.    1<. 

SCIENCE 

'Qoddard's  First  School  Botany.     With  207  diagrams.     2s.  6d. 
Hood's  Problems  in  Practical  Chemistry.     With  22  Illtistrs.    5«. 
Oldham's  First  School  Chemistry.     With  71  Illustrations.     2s.  6d. 
Oldham's  Elementary  Quantitative  Analysis.     With  11  diagrams. 

Is.  M. 
.Norris'  Experimental  Mechanics  and  Physics.    Illustrated.   Is.  ed. 
Laws  and  Todd's   Introduction  to   Heat.     With  lOS  IllustratioDs. 

2<.  Cd. 
■Stanley's  Outlines  of  Applied  Physics.    IUustrat«tL    2s.  Od. 

SCRIPTURE 

•dllbert's  Notes  on  St.  Matthew's  Gospel.     Is. 
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